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CHAPTER 1 


down the me Verdng^torix a tall guy seized 

onnnc’f * PO^ceman was patrolling the 

op^site pavement. r 6 

hun^^' y°“ spare me a franc or hve? I'm 

of^rinll” close-set, his hps were thici^ and he smelt 

iiJP’J "'ean you’re thirsty?” asled Malhieu. 

On ^ur hf muttered thickly, “not 

l^^im found a five franc piece in his pocket. 

.. • God-^mn,” he said. "I was fust 

usual.” He gave him the five francs. 

‘Ou re a good sort," said the man, leaning against tlie 
^11. ^d now I’d like to wish you something m return. 

- you’ll be really glad to have. What shall it be?” 

Tney both pandered; then Nfathieu said: 
vVhatcver you like.'’ 

^ you good luck. TTierer 
He laughed triumphantly. Mathieu observed the police- 
man strolling towards them and felt sorry for the man. 
“Right,” said he. “So long.” 

He was about to pass on when the man clutched him. 
“Good luck isn't enough*” he said in a sodden voice; 
“not nearly enou^.” 

“Well, what then?" 

"I’d Uke to give j-ou something . , 

“I'll have you locked up for begging,” said the police- 
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never paid. The fellow had loohed decent enough. He had ' 
^’anted to fight in Spain, hiafhieu quickened his step, and 
he thought imtably: “Anyway, we hadn’t anything to talk 
about.” He took the green card out of his pocket “It 
romes from Madrid, but it isn't addressed to him. Some- 
body must have passed it on to him. He kept on fingering 
j ,j giving it to me, ^ust because it came from Ma- 
dnd.” He recalled the man’s face and the look with winch 
he had eyed the stamp; an oddly ardent look. Mathieu in 
^ turn eyed the stamp as he walked on, and then put the 
hit of cardboard back in his pocket A railway engine 
whistled, and Mathieu thought: "I’m getting old.” 

It Vi^s twenty E\e minutes past ten; Mathieu was early. 
Without stopping, without even turning his head, he 
passed the little blue house. But he looked at it out of tire 
wmer of his cjc. All the windows uere dark except in 
Mme DuSet's toom. MaiccHc hadn’t yet had time to open 
the outer door: she was leaning over her mother, and those 
toasculme hands of hm were tudring hex up into the 
gr«t canopied bed. Mathieu still felt gloomy; the thought 
in h» mind was; “Five hundred francs until the 29th— 
thirty francs a day, or rattier less. How shall I manage?” 
He swung round and retraced lus steps. 

The light had gone out in Mme Dufict’s room. In a mo- 
went or two the light went up in Marcelle’s window. 
Mathieu crossed the road and slipped past tlie grocer’s 
^hop, trying to prerent his new shoes from squeaking. 
Tlic door was ajar, he pushed it scry gently and it cicaled. 
“ni bring my oilcan on Wednesday and drop a little oH 
into the binges.” He v^-ent in, closed the door, and took 
his shoes off in the darkness. *1110 stairs creaked faintly; 
Mathieu walked cautiously upstairs, shoes in band, testing 
each step with his toe before pultmg his foot down. “What 
a farcet*’ he thought. 

Matcdlc openrf her door before he had reached Uie 
landing. A pink iris-scented liazc from bet roerm pcftnded 
' llic xtsjirase. She was wemnr; her green clitm«c I’htouKli 
it Mathiru could see the solt ridr etuve of her hips. He 
went in. he always felt as though he were entente a huge 
k»-ibtIl.Martel}c locked the door. Mathicti made bis way 
to Uie laifet wall cupboard, opened st, and put his tnOcs 



for a trip to Fonta{neWean\^, 
had fixed for the following Sanda)'. Good Lordl . . 

i here was c^inly something wrong: her gestures had , 
never been so brusque, nor her voice so curt and mascu- 
Sf the bed, blankly naked 

and defenseless, like a great porcdain vase, in that dim 
and it was almost painful to hear her speak 
m toat mascdine voice, and smell the dark, strong odor 

her b^y. Mathieu grasped her shoulders and drew her 
towards him. 

^0 you regret those days?" 

“No,” replied Marcelle aadljr, “but I regret the life I 
Bwght have had.” , 

She had begun to study chemistry, and had to give it 
op owing to illness. “One would think she bears me a 
grudge for it,” thought Mathieu. He opened his mouth to 
ask her some more questions, but caught her expression 
wd was suenl. She was paing at the photograph with a 
sad, intense expression. 

]Tve |ot fatter, haven’t I?" 

- ^^hrog^ed her shoulders and flung the photograph on 


rottw liffc” He tried to kiss her on the chedc, but she drew 
”^N^uite gently, laughed nervously, and said: 
that’s ten yean ago." 

And Mathieu thought: "I give her nothing.” He came to 
^ her four nights a week; he told her all his doings in 
the minutest detail. She gave him advice, in a grave and 
slightly maternal tone. She often used to say: "I live by 
proxy.” > 

"What did you do yesterday?" he asked her. "Did you 
, go out?” 

MarccIIe wased her hind wearily and answered; "No, I 
^^’as tired. I read for a while, but Mother kept on inter- 
rupting me about the shop,” * 

• “And today?” 

* "I did go out today,” said sbe gloomily. "I felt I ought 
to gel some air and sec some people in the street. So I 
walked down as fat as the nie de Gaiti, and enjoyed it; 
and I wanted to see Andrie.” 
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“And did >-ou?” - 

"Yes, for five minutes. Just as I was living her, it began 
to rain; it's a funny sort of day for June, and besides the 
people looked so hideous. So I look a taxi and came home. 
What did you do?” she asked nonchalantly. 

Mathieu didn’t want to tell her. "Yesterday,” he said, 
"I took my last classes at the school. I dined with Jacques, 
which was as boring as usual. This morning I went to the 
bursar’s ofGce to see if th^ couldn’t advance me some- 
thing, but apparently it’s not done. When I was at Beau- 
vais 1 always manag^ to fix it with the bursar. Then I saw 
Ivich.” 

Marcelle raised her eyebrows and looked at him. He 
didn’t like talking to her about Ivicb. 

He added: "She’s a bit under the weather just now.” 

"Why?” 

Marcelle’s voice was steadier, and a sage, masniline sort 
of look had come into her face. He said with lips half- 
closed: 

"She’ll flunk her exam.” 

“But you told me she’d been working hard.” 

"Well— I dare say she has, in her own way— that ii, she 
no doubt sits for hours over a book. But you know what 
she’s like. She has visions, almost like a lunatic. In Octo^r 
she was wdl up in botany, and the examiner was quite 
satisfled; and then she suddenly saw herself opposiW a 
bald chap who was talking about Ccclenterata.^ This 
seemed to her just funny, and she thought: ‘I don’t give 
a damn fox Coslenterata,’ and the chap couldn’t get an- 
other word out of her.” 

"What an odd little creature she must be,” said Marcelle 
dreamily. 

“Anj’way,” said Mathieu, "I’m afraid she may do it 
again, or get some fantastic idea into her head." 

- His tone, which suggested a sort of protective detach- 
ment, was surely intended to mislead. Evciytliing that 
could be expressed in words, he said. "But wlut are- 
, words?” ' , ' 

He paused, then hung his head despondently. Marcelle 
was well aware of his affectum for Ivich; she would not 
in fact have minded if he had been her lover. On one 
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thing only she insisted — that he should talk about I«ch ' , 
m just that tone. Mathieu had kept on stroking Mareelle’s 
back, and her eyelids began to droop; she liked having her 
back stroked, particularly at the level of her hips and 
between the shoulder blades. But she suddenly drew back 
and her face hardened as hlaAieu said: 

'Xook here, Marcelle, I don’t care if Ivich is dropped, 
she isn’t suited to he a doctor any more than I am In any 
case, even if she passed the PCB., her first dissection 
would so revolt her that she would never set foot in the 
place again. But if it doesn’t come off this tim^ she'll do 
some damn fool thmg, If she fads, her famfly won’t let 
her start again.” 

“Just what kind of damn fool thing do you mean?” Mat- 
celle asked in a precise tone. 

“I don’t know,” he replied, utterly at a loss. 

"Ah, I know you only too well, my poor boy. You 
daren’t admit it, but you’re afraid that she'll put a bullet 
through her skin. And the creature pretends to loathe 
anything romantic. One really might suppose you^d never 
seen that skin of hers. I woulwt dare toudi it, for fear of 
scratching it A doll with a skm like that isn’t going to 
tness it up with a revolver-shot. I can quite 'well picture 
her prostrate on a chair with her hair all over her face, 
glaring at a neat little Browning in front of her, in the best 
Russian manner. But anything more — not on your Lfe! Re- 
volvers are meant for crocodileddns like ours." 

She laid her arms against Mathieu’s. He had a whiter , 
skin than hers. 

"lust lool^ ^rling — especially at mine; it's like morocco 
leather.” And she began to laugh. would puncture rather 
W’ell, don’t you think? I can picture a nice little round hole 
under my left breast, with neat, dean, red edges. It 
wouldn’t be at all disfiguring.” ■ 

She was still laughing Mathieu laid a hand over her 
mouth 

"Be quich you’ll w’aken the old lady." 

She was silent, and he said: 

' “How nervous you ateT' 

She did not answer. Matiueu laid a band on Matcelle’s 
1^ and strok^ it gently. He loved that soft and buttery 



skin, its silky down that sent a thousand delicate tremors 
through his fingers. Marcdle did not move; she looked at ' 
Mathieu’s hand. And after a while Matliieu took his hand "* 
away. 

“Look at me,” he said. 

For an instant he saw her circled eyes, and in them a 
flash of haughty desperation. 

"What’s the matter?” 

"Nothing,” she said, turning her head away. 

It was always like that with her; she was emotionally 
constricted. The moment would come when she couldn’t 
contain henclf; tlicn she would blurt it out. The only 
thing to do was to mark time until that moment did come. 
Mathieu dreaded those noiseless explosions: the whispered 
caution with which passion had to be expressed in tliat 
sea-shell room, in order not to awaken Mme Duffet, had 
always revolted him. Mathieu got up, walked to the cup- 
board, and took the square of cardboard out of his jacket 
pocket. 

■ “Look at this." 

"What is it?” 

"A fellow pve it to me in the street not long ago. 
He looked like a decent sort, and I gave him a little 
money.” 

Marccllc took the card with an indifferent air. Mathieu 
felt a tie of something like complidty between himself and 
the fellow in the streeL And he added: “It meant some- 
thing to him, you know.” 

"Was he an anarchist?” 

"I don’t know. He wanted to stand me a drink.” 

■ "Did you refuse it?” 

"Yes.” 

’ “Why?” asked Marcdle equally. "You might have 
found him amusing.” . 

• "Pah!” said Mathieu. 

Marcdle raised her head and peered at the clock with 
a half smile.' _ ' - 

> “It’s curious,” she said, “but I hate you to tell me things 
like that; and God knows there are enough of them at the ^ 
moment. Your life is full of missed opportunities.” 

'■You call that a missed opportunity?” 



"Ytt. There was a time you would go out of )oui 
wa) to meet such people." 

“I dare say Tve chatted a fat," said Mathieu, good- 
humoredly. "What do you thiolc? Am I getb'ng old?” 

"You’re thirty four ” said Maictile soberly. 

Thirty-four, hfathieu thought of Ivich and was osnscious 
of a shght shoch of aimoyaticc. 

"Yes. . . . But I don’t think it's ag^ it's a sort of fastidi- 
ousness. I vfouldn’t have been in the mood." 

"You very seldom are, nowadays," said MarccHe. 

"And he wouldn’t have been either," added Mathieu 
briskly. "When a man gets drunk he gets sentimental. 
That’s what I wanted to avoid." 

And he thought: "That isn’t altogether true. I didn't 
really look at it like that." He v/anted to make an effort to 
be Sincere, hfakhicu and Matcelle had agreed that they 
would alwaj-s tell each other ewerythmg. 

"The fact is—” he began. 

But Marcelle had begun to lau^— a low, rich, cooing 
laugh, as though she were stroking his bait and »ying. 
"Poor old boy." Out she did not look at all aSeebonate. 

"Thai's like you," said she. "You’re so afnid of 
anything sentimental! Supposing you had got a hltle senti- 
mental Nvith that poor chap, would it have mattered?" 

"kVell, It wouldn’t have done me any good." 

He was trying to defend tunuelf against himself. 

Marcelle smiled a frosty smile. "She wants to draw me 
cut," fliought Matliieu, rather disconcerted. He was fed- 
ing peaceably inclined and puzzled, he was, in fact, in a 
good temw and didn’t want an argument 

"Lock ncr^” aid he. "You're wrong to catch me up hke 
this. In the first place, I hadn't the tune. I was on my way 
here.” 

"You’re quite right," said MatctHc "It’s nothing. Abso- 
lutely nothing, really; not enousb to get a cat into trouble; 
. . , But ill the same it's symptomahe," 

Mathieu started, if only 'she wouldn't lue such Hresorre 
wards. 

"Rerlly, really,” he tild. "I can’t icoa^'ne why it iliouM 
ifltcrest yoo." 

*TYcll. it’s that same hieJdity yoa fua about so much. 
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ou're so absurdly scared of being your own dupe, my 
poor boy, that you would bad: out of the finest adventure 
in the world ratlier than risk Idling yourself a He.” 

“Quite true, and you know it,” said Matliieu. “But that’s 
an old story." 

He thought her unfair. “Lucidity” — he detested the 
word, hut Marcelle had acquired it some while back. The 
winter before, it had been “urgency" (words did not last 
her for much more than a season), they had grown into 
tlie habit of it together, they felt mutually responsible for 
maintaining it — indeed, it was, actually, the inner mean- 
ing of their love*. When Mathieu had pledged himsdf to 
Marcelle, he had forever renounced all tlioughts of soli- 
tudev those cool thoughts, a little shadowy and timorous, 
that used to dart into his mind with the furtive vivacity of 
fish. He could not love Marcelle save in complete lucidity: 
she was his lucidity embodied, his comrade, his witness, 
his counselor, and his critic. 

“If I lied to myself," said he, “I should have the feeling 
I was lying to j-ou as well. And I couldn’t bear that." 

“Yes,” said Marcelle; but she did not look as if she be- 
lieved him. 

“You don’t look as if you believed me." 

"Oh yes I do,” she said nonchalantly. 

“You think I’m lying to myself?” 

“No — anyNvay, one can’t ever know. But I don’t think 
so. Still, do you know what I do believe? That you are 
banning to sterilize younelf a little. I thought that to- 
day. Everjthing is so neat and tidy in your mind; it smells 
of clean linen; it’s as though you had just come out of a 
drying-room. But there's a want of shade. There’s nothing 
useless, or hesitant, or underhand about you now. It's all 
high noon. And don’t tdl me this is all for my benefit. 
You’re moving down your own incline; you’ve acquired 
the taste for self-analysis.” 

■ Mathieu was disconcerted. Marcelle was often lathct 
hard; she remained always on guard, a little aggressive, a 
little suspicious, and if Mathieu didn’t agree with her, she 
often thought he was trying to dominate hCT. But he had 
rarely met her in such a resolve to be disagreeable. And 
then there was that photo on the bed. He eyed Marcelle: 
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the moment had not yet come wlien she could be induced * 
to speak. 

"I’m not so much interested in mj-self as all that,” he 
said simply. 

"I know,” said Marcello. isn't an aim, it’s a means. 
It helps you to get rid of yomself, to contemplate and 
cnhcize yourself: that’s the attitude you prefer. When you 
look at yourself, you im^ne you aren’t what you se^ you 
imagine you are nothmg. That is jour ideal: jou want to 
be nothing,” 

‘To be nothing?" repeated Mathieu slowly. "No, it isn’t, 
listen, I — I recognize no allegiance except to myself.” 

"Yes—you want to be free. Absolutely free. It’s your 

Vice." 

“It’s not a vice,” said Mathieu. "It's— what else can a 
man do?” 

He was annoyed- he had explained all this to Matcdle 
a hundred tunes before, and she knew it was what he had 
mat at heart 

"If I didn’t try to assume responsibility for my own 
edstence, it would seem utterly absurd to go on existing.” 

A look ol smiling obstina^ had come into Marcdle’s 
face. 

"Yes, yes— it’s your vice.” 

Mathieu thought: "She gets on my nerves when she puts 
on a coy act.” But he repressed this and said merely; 

"It’s not a vice. It’s how I’m made.” 

“Why aren't other people made lie that, if it isn’t a 
vice’" 

They are, only they don’t know it” 
hiarcelle had stopped smihng, and a hard, gnm line 
appeared at the comer of her , 

I don’t feci sudi a need to be free.” 

“ Mathieu ejed her bent neck and felt troubled: it was 
ahvaj-s this sense of remorse, absurd remorse, that haunted 
him in her company. He realized that he would never be 
able to put himself in Marcelle’s place. The freedom I 
talk about is the freedom of a sound and healthy man ” 
He laid a hand on her neck and gently squeoed the 
luscbus but no longer yon&ful Besh. 

"MarceUe, ate you fedtng bored with hfe?" 
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She loolced at him with bintly troubled eyes. 

“No.” 

Sflence fell. Mathieu fdt a thrill at the tips of his fingers. 
Just at the tips of his fingen. He passed his hand slowly 
down Marcelle’s bacl:, and Marcelle’s eyelids drooped; 
he could sec her long blad: lashes. He drew her towar^ 
him. He had no actual desire for her at that moment, it 
.was rather a longing to see that stubborn, angular spirit 
melt liie an icicle in the sunshine. Marcelle let her head 
fall on Mathieu's shoulder, and he could see only too 
dearly her brow-n sldn and the bluish, veined curves be- 
neath her eyes. And he thought: “Good Lord, she’s get- 
ting old.” And he reflected loo, that he was old.' He 
leaned over her with a feeling of uneasiness: he wished 
he could forget himself, and her. But time had passed 
since he forgot himself when mahing love to hcf. He Kissed 
her on the lips; she had fine Ups, firm and sharply cut. She 
slid gently backwards and lay on the bed with c^ closed, 
limp and prostrate. Mathieu got up, took off his trousers 
and his shirt, folded them up and puced them at the foot 
of the bed, and then lay down beside her. But he noticed 
that her eyes were wide and set, she was staring at the 
ceiling with her hands clasped braeath her bead. '■ 
“Marcelle,” he said. 

She did not answer; there was a hard look in her eyes; 
and then she sat up abruptly. He sat down once more on 
the edge of the bed, irked by hb own nakedness. 

"You must now tdl me what’s the matter.” 

“There's nothing the matter,” she said in a toneless 
voice. 

• “Yes, there is,” he said aSecHonately. ‘There’s some- 
thing on your mind. Marcelle^ didn't we agree to be quite 
frank with each other?” 

“You can’t do anything about it, and it will only upset 
you." 

■ He stroked her hair li^Uy. 

“Never mind, tell me all the same." 

. “Well, it’s happened.” 

. “What's hap^ned?” 

• "It has happenedi” 

■ Mathieu made a wiy face. 
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“Ate ycni suie?” 

"Quite sure. You know I never get paniclcy: I’m two 
months bte." ' , 

'Helir said Mathieu. ' 

And he thought; "She to have told me at least 
three we^ ago.” He felt he must do something with his 
hands — Ell his pipe, for instancej but his pipe W'as in the 
cupboard with his jacket. He took a cigarette from the 
night table and put it down again. 

“There, now you know what’s the matter,” said Mar* 
cehe. “^^ha^s to he don^’ 

"Well — I suppose one gets rid of it, eh?” 

"Right. I’ve got an address,” said Marcelle. 

“Who gave It to you?" 

“Andtte. She’s been there.” 

"That old n-oman who messed her up last jear? \Vhy, 
it was six months before she was well again. I won’t allow 
that” 

"So you n-ant to be a father?” 

Slie drew back and sat down » little way from Mathieu. 
These was a hard look in her tya, but it wasn’t a mascu- 
hne look. She had laid her hands flat on her thighs, h« 
arms looked like the twin bandies of an earthenware jar. 
Mathieu noticed that her face had grown gray. 'The ait 
was pink and sickly; it smelt and tastw pink; her face was 
gray and set, and she looked as though she were trying to 
shfie 3 cough, 

"Wait,” said Mathieu, "you’ve rather sprung tliis on me; 
We must think," 

Marcellas hands began to quiver, and she said with 
sudden rehemence; 

“I don’t want you to think — it's not for you to think." 
She had turned her head towards him and was looking 
at him. She looked at hfathieu’s neck, shoulders, and hips 
and then lower down* with an air of astonishment. 
Mathieu blushed violently and set his legs together. 

'Tou can’t do anything," n^ieated Marcelle. And she 
added mth painful irony; "It’s a woman’s business now.” 

Her mouUi siupped onl the last words: a varnished 
mauve-bnted mouth, like a crimson insect intent upon 
devounng that ashen visage. "She’s feeling humiliated," 
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J ■ Mathieu, "she hates me." He felt sich. The room 
I suddenly cleared of its pink haze; there were 
great blank spaces between the objects it contained. And 
Mathieu thought: "It is I who have done this to her!” Tlie 
lamp, the mirror with its leaden reflections, the clock on 
the mantdpiece, the armchair, tire half-opened wardrobe 
suddenly appear^ to him like pitiless mechanisms, adrift 
and pursuing their tenuous nistenccs in the void, rigidly 
insistent, like the under side of a gramophone record 
obstinately grinding out its tune. MatHeu shook himself, 
but could not detach himscU from that sinister, raucous 
world. Marcclle had not moved, she was still lookirJg at 
Mathieu’s naked body and the guilty flower that lay so 
delicately on his thighs with a bbnd air of innocence. He 
knew she wanted to scream and sob, but she would not, 
for fear of waking Mme Duffet. He gripped Marcclle 
round the waist and drew her towards him. She collapsed 
on his shoulder, sobbed a little, but she did not cry. It was 
all that she could allow herself: a rainless storm. 

When she raised her head, she was calmer. She said in 
an emphatic ttine; 

"Forgive me, darling, I reeded to explode. I’ve been 
holding myself in all day. I’m not blaming you, of course.” 

"Quite natural," said Mathieu. "1 feel oad about this. 
It’s the fint time ... Oh Lord, what a messi I’ve done 
.this damn-fool thing and you’re the one that has to pay. 
Well, it's happened, and that's that. Look here, who is this 
old woman, ar\d where does she live?" 

'Twenty-four rue Morirc. I'm told she’s an odd old 
party." 

' "1 believe you. Ate you going to say that Andrde sent 

you?” 

"Yes. She only charges four hundred francs. I’m told 
that’s absurdly dieap," said Marcclle in a suddenly even 


tone. 

"Yes, I realize that, ' sard Mathieu bitterly. “In short, 
it's a tergain.” • 

He felt as awkward as a newly accepted suitor. A tall 
■ awkward feUow, completely naked, who had done some- 
thing he should not, and was smiling amiably in the hope 
' he might' be overlooked' Bat it wasn’t possible; she saw 
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his white, sinewy, stocky thu^, hts complacent and w- 
comptomising nudity. It was a grotesque nightmare. I 
were her, I should want to get my nails snto all that meat” 
He said; 

“That’s just exactly what -wonies me: she doesn’t chaige 
enough.” 

“My dear,” said Marcdl^ “ilfs lucky she asks so httle; 
as it happens, I’ve got the four hundred francs They were 
eatmarkw for my dressmaker, hut she’ll wait And” she 
went on emphatjcally, “I’m perfectly certain 1 shall 
looked after just as well as in one of those discreet choics 
where they charge jou four thousand francs as soon as 
look at you. Anyhow, sve can't help ourselves ” 

“No, we can’t fielp oursdves,” repeated hfathieu. 
“When will you go?” 

“Tomorrow, about midnight. I gather she only sees 
Pwple at night. Rather a scream, isn’t it? I think she’s a 
bit cracked mwclf, but it suits me all neht, on mother’s 
account. She keeps a dry-goods shop m the daytime, and 
she hardly wet sleeps. You go m by a yard, and >ott we 
a mV^e. if. i&.” 

“Wght," said Mathieu- “I’ll go.” 

Marccllc eyed him in amazement. 

“Are you crazy? Shell shut the door in yout fac^ she'll 
take you for a ^liceman.” 

“I shall go," repeated Mathieu. 

“But why? ^Vllal will jou say to her?" 

“I want to get a notion of what sort of place it is- If I 
dcm'tlike it, you shan't go. I won't have you messed up by 
some old harridan. I’ll say that I’ve come from Aridr^ 
that I’ve got s girl friend who’s in trouble but down with 
inBuenza at the moment — something of that kind.” 

“But where shall 1 go if it won't do?” 

“NVc’ve got a few days to turn round in, haven’t we? I’ll 
go and see Sarah tomorrow, she’s sure to know somebody. 
They didn’t want any children at first, jou rememb^^” 

Marcelle’s excitement subsided a httlev and she stroked 
his neck. 

“You’re being very nice to mft darling. I’m not quite 
sure ivhat you’re up to, but J understand that you w^ut to 
do something, perhaps you’d like her to operate on Ji^u 
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otead of me?” Slie clasped her lovely arms round liis; 
neck and added in a tone of comic resignation; “Anyone ^ 
recommended by Sarah is sure to be a Yid.” 

Mathieu kiss^ her and she dtinplcd all over. 

“Darling,” she said. “Oh, dailingl" 

‘Take oS your slip." 

She obeyed; he lipped her backwards on fiie bed and 
began to caress her breasts. He loved their taut, leathery 
nipples, each in its ring of raised ted flesh. Marcelle sighed, 
with eyes closed, passionate and eager. But her cj'elids 
were contracted. The dread thing lingered, laid like a 
damp hand on Matliieu. Then, suddenly, the thought 
came into Mathieu's mind: “She’s pregnant.” He sat up, 
his head still buzzing ivith a shn]] refrain. 

“Look here, Marcdle, it’s no good today. We’re both 
of us too upset I’m sorry." 

Marcelle uttered a sleepy little grunt, then got up 
abruptly and b^n to rumple her hair with both bands. 

“Just as you like,” she said coldly. Then she added, more 
amably: “As a matter of fact, you^re right, we’re too upset. 

I wanted you to love me, but I was a bit frightened.’ 

"Alas," said Mathieu, "the deed is done, we have 
nothing more to fear." 

“I know, but I wasn’t Orinking sensibly. I don’t know 
how to tell you; but I’m rather afraid of you, darling." 

Mathieu got up. 

“Good. Well then, III go and sec this old woman.” ■ , 

‘Tes. And you might tdephooe me tomorrow and tell 
me wliat you thought of her." 

“Can’t I sec you tomonow evening? That would be 
simpler.’’ 

“No, not tomorrow evening. The day after, if you like.” 

Mathieu had put on his Airt and trousen. He Hssed 
Marcelle on the eyes. ‘Tou aren’t angry with me?" 

“It isn’t your fault It’s tire first time in seven years, 

. you needn't blame yourself. And you aren't sick of me, I 
hope?” 

' • “Don’t be sflly." 

. “Well, I’m getting rather rick of mpelf, to tdl-the 
■ tnith; I fed like a great heap of dough.'*; 



■ “.Nly darling,” said MatHea, “my poor darling. It will 
aD Tie put right in a ^''eek, I promise you.” 

He ^encd the door noisdcssly and glided out, holding 
his shoes in his hand. On the landing he turned. Matcelle 
n-as stai sitting on the bed. She smiled at him, but Mathieu 
had the feeling ^at she bore him a grudge. 

The tension m his set eyes svas now released and they 
revolved with normal case and frt^om m their orbits: she 
nas no longer looking at him, and he owed her no account 
of hisejtpiession. Concealed \ey his dark, garments and the 
night, his guilty flesh had found its needed shelter, it uns 
mdually recovering its native warmth and innocence, and 
began to expand bwath its covering fabrics; the oilcan, 
how on caim was he going to remember to bring the 
oilcan the day after tomorrow? He was alone. 

He stoppei transSxed: it wasn’t true, he wasn’t alone. 
hUtceHc lad not let him go: she was thinking of bun, and 
this was what she thought: "The dirty dog. he’s Jet me 
down. He forgot himself inside me liw a hllle boj' who 
wets hii bed." It was no me striding along the dark, 

' deserted street, anonymous, enveloped in his gannents; he 
could not escape her. Marcdle's consciousnea remained, 
full of woe and lamenlalioi), and Malliieu had not left 
net; he was tlvete, in the pink toom, naked and defense- 
less agu'nst that crass transparenej’, so much more baHling 
a look. "Only once." he said savagely to himsdf, and 
he repeated in an undertone, to convince MatcclIc: “once, 
in seven yearsl’’ Marcelle refused to be convinced: she 
Tcnvtoed m the room and was thinking of Mathieu. It 
was intolerable to be judged, and hated, away back in that 
coom, and in silence. Without power to defend himself, 
or even to hide his belly with Jm hands. If only, in the 
ame seoand, he had been able to exist for others with the 
intensity. ...But Jacques and Odette were asleep. 
t«nid was dnmk or in a stupor. Ividi never tememberra 

C le when they wrre not there. Boris perhaps . . . But 
I’s cotnciousnfss was no more than a dim Bicker, it 
^14 net contend against that savage, stark lucidity which 
IiKinatfd Mathicu from a distance. had ciiguUcd 
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most human consciousnessi Malhicu was alone with Mar- 
celle in die night, just die two of them. 

'Theie w*as a light at Camus’s place. The proprietor was 
stacJang the chairs the waitress was firing a wi>odcn shu^ 
ter agamst one side of the douhle door. Matliicu pushed 
open die other side and went in. He felt the need of being 
seen. Just to be seen. He planted his elbon’S on the counter. 
•' “Good evening, evcrj'body." , ■ 

The proprietor saw him. There was also a bus-conductor, 
drinUng an absinthe, his cap pulled down over his 
Two kindly, casual consciousnesses. The conductor jerked 
his cap hack and looked at Mathicu. Marcclle’s conscious- 
ness released him and dissolved into the night 
“Give me a beer.” 

“You’re quite a sttangcr,” said the proprietor, 

“It isn’t for want of Wng ftirsty.” 

’Tfes, it’s thirsty weather/' aid the bus-condnetor. “It 
might be midsummer.’* 

They fell silent. Tlie proprietor went on tinsing glasses, 
the conductor whistled to himself. Malhieu felt at ease 
because they looked at him ftom time to time. He saw his 
head is the glass, a gbasdy globe emerging from a sea of 
' silver; at Camus's one alwap had the feeung tliat it w-as 
four in the morning, which was an effect of the light, 
a s3vcred haze that strained the ejes and bleached the 
' drinVen’ faces, hands, and thoughts. He drank; and he 
tliought: “She’s pr^nant. Its fantastic; I can't feel it’s 
i true.” It seemed to fiim shocking and groteqiKV hie the 
sicht of an old man kSsing an old woman on the lips: 

, after seven years that sort of thing shouldn’t happw- 
' “She’s pregnant”— .thcjc was a h'ttJe vitreous tWe sWthia 
. her. slowly swelling into the semblance cf an eye. It'f 
opening out among al! tl»c muck inside her belly, it's 
aJi»«.”He saw a long pin morin; hcrirandy fom-anl m the 
liaU-dirkness; there was a mn!H«d sound, the eye cracked 
and burst: nothing was left but »» opaque, 'dry mem- 
brane.- “Shell go to that old wemin, jtjc'n get hcrrelf 
mesred up." IJe felt ventnoour. “AH right, let h« po" 
'He shook hiniKif; these wnc bleak tiiouglits. four B.m. 
thoughts. 

“Ccicid night.” 
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He paid and wenl 

*^Vhat did I do?" He tv'aUced slowly, trying to remein 
Ber "Two months ago . , He <x>uldn’t remember any- 
thing Yes, it must have been the day after the Easter 
holidaj-s He had tahen MarceMe in his arms, as usual, m 
affection no doubts rather than with any feeling of desire; 
and now » he’d got stung "A baby I meant to give her 
pleasure, and I’ve given her a baby I didn’t undentand 
^vhat I was doing Nather m destroying nor in creating 
hfe did I know what I was doing " He laughed a short, 
dry laugh “And what about the others? Those who have 
solemnly decided to become fathers and feel progenilively 
inchned when they look at their wives’ bodies-^o they 
understand any more than I do? They go blindly on — 
three flicks of a ducVs tail What follows is a gelatinous 
)ob done in a dark room, like photography Ihey have 
no part in it ” He entered a yard and saw a light under a 
door "It’s here." He felt ashamed 
Mathieu knocked 
“What IS It?” said a voice. 

"I want to speak to you " 

“This isn’t a time to visit people’* 

“I have a message from Andr^e Besnier ’’ 

The door openw slightly Mathieu saw a wisp of yellow 
hair and a large nose 

"\Vhat do you want? Don't try to pull any police stuff 
on me, it’s no good, everything’s in order here I can have 
the light on all night if I like If you’re an inspector, show 
me your card ” 

“I’m not from the police,” said Mathieu “Tm in a fix 
And I was given your name” 

“Come in ” 

Mathieu w ent in The old woman was wearing trousen 
and a blouse with a zip fastener She was very thin, and 
her eyes were set and hard 
^*¥00 know Andrte Bcsnia?’’ 

She eyed him gnmly 

"Yes, ’ said Matliieu "She came to see you last year 
about Clinstmas-time because she was m trouble; she was 
rather ill, and you came four tunes to gis-c her treatment ' 
“Well?” 
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Mathicu loolced at the old woman’s hands. They were a 
man's hands, a strangler's bands, furrowed, cracked, with 
broken nails, and black with scars and gashes. On the first 
joint of the left thumb there were some purple waits and 
a large black scab. Matbien shuddered as he thought of 
Marcelle’s soft brown fiesh. 

"rve not come on her account,” he said. “I’ve come 
for one of her friends." 

The old woman laughed dryly. "It's the first time that 
a man has had the cheek to turn up on my doorstep. I 
won’t have any dealings with men, let me tell you tliat.” 

TTie room was dirty and in disorder. There were boxes 
.everywhere and straw on the tiled floor. On a table 
MaAieu noticed a bottle of rum and a half-filled glass, 
"rve come because my friend sent me. She can’t come 
today, and she asked me to fix up a date.’’ ' 

■ At the other end of the room a door stood half-open. 
Mathicu could have sworn there was someone behind that 
door, ' . 

. "Poor kids,” said tlie old woman. ‘They’re too silly. I’ve 
only got to look at you to see that you’re bom unlucky— 
you’re the sort tliat upsets glasses and smashes mlirors. 
And women trust you. well, they get what they deserve." 

, Mathicu remained polite. 

"I should have liked to see where you opente." 

.Tfic old woman flung him a baleful and suspicious look, 
“Look herd Who told you that I operate? What are 
you talking about? Mind your own businesj. If jour friend 
' wants to see me, let her come bcnclf. I won’t deal with 
anyone else. You want to make inquiries, do jou? Did she 
make any inquiries before she got into jour grip? You’ve 
bad an accident. All right. Then let us hope I sliall be 
^llct at my job than j-ou wxcc at yours; that’s all I ^ve 
to say. GowJ night.” 

' “Good night, madame,” said Mathieu- 
. He went out, with a sense of delh'crancc. lie turned, 
and walked slowly towards the avenue d’Orlfans; for the 
first time since he had left her, he could think of Marcelle 
without pain, ttithout honor, and witfi a sort of tender 
inclintholy. “I’n go and sec Sarah lorooitow,’’ he nid to 
iiimscU. , ' 
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CHAPTER I 


B oris ejed the red-checlced tahlecloth and thought of 
Mathicu Delarue "He’s a good chap ’ The orchestra 
^■as silent, the air was hlu^ and there was a buzz of talk 
Boris knew evcijhody in the narrow little room they 
v-crcn’t people who came for a good time- they came along 
together after thar jobs were don^ quietly and in need of 
food The N^ro opposite Lola was the singer from the 
Paradise; the six fellows at tlie far end wi3i their girls 
were the band from the Ninette Sometlung had certainly 
happened to them, they had had a bit of unexpected lucK 
perhaps an engagement for the summer (they had been 
diking vaguely the evening before bst about a cabaret at 
Constanbnopfe), because they had ordered champagne, 
and they were usually pretty careful Bons also noticed 
the fau haired girl who dani^ in sailor’s costume at the 
Java The tall emaciated man in spectacles smoking a cigar 
'R'as the managa of a cabaret in Ae rue Tholozi that had 
)ust been shut by the police He said it would soon be 
reopened, as he had mfiuence in high places Eons bitterly 
regretted never hanng been there, he would certainly go 
if it reopened The man was with a pansy who looked rather 
attractive from a distance, a fou haued hd with delicate 
features, devoid of the usi^ mmang airs, and not without 
charm Bom hadn't much use for homoscruals, because 
tliey always were punuing hnn, but Inch rattier liked 
tliem, she said "\VeII, at any rate tlic/ve got the courage 
not to be like everybody dse." Dons had great respect for 
his sister’s opinions, and he nude the most conscientious 
e0orts to think well of fames The Negro was eating a 
dish of saunkraut, and Bom rd’ected that he didn t hke 
Muerknut. He washed he knew the name of the dish Hut 
had just been brought to the dancer fnm the Java s 
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htoxvn mess that-Jcxik^ good. There was a stain of 
wine on the tablecloth. Aji d^ant stain, which gave the 
cloth a satiny sheen in just that place. Lola had spread 
a little salt on the stain, being a careful woman, "nie »lt 
was pink. It isn't true that the salt soaks up stains. He 
ought to tell Lola tliat it didn't. But he womd ha^e had 
to speak, and Boris felt he could not speak. ■I/)la was 
beside him’ soft and very warm, and Boris could not bring 
himself to utter the slightest word, his voice was dead. 

though I were dumb." It was' delicious, his voice 
was floating at the far end of his throat, soft as cottori, 
and could not emerge, for it was dead. “I like Ddarue, 
thought Boris, and felt glad. He would have been even 
more glad if he had not been conscious, all down hfe i^ht 
side, from head to hip, that Lola.was looking at him. It 
would certainly be a passionate look, for Lola could 
scarcely look at him in any other way. It was rather annoy- 
ine, for passionate looks demand the acknowledgment b* 
^ a friendly gesture or a smile; and Boris couldn't hayemacte 
’ tlje slightest movement. He was paralyzed. But it didn't 
really matter: he couldn't be supposra to have noti^ 

. LoIa^s look; he jessed i^ but that \vas his affair. Sitting 
sideways, with nis hair in his eyes, be couldn't get a 
• glimpse of Lola, he could perfectly well suppose that she 
was looking at tte room and the people. Boris didn’t feci 
-sleepy; indeed, he was in an excellent humor, as he knew 
everybody in the room; he noticed the Negro’s pink 
tongue; Boris had a high opinion of that Negro; on one 
occasion the Negro had taken his. shoes off, picked up a 
box of matches with his toes, open^ it; extracted a 
match, and lit it, all wifli his toes. "He’s a grand chap,” 
thought Boris with'adoiiiation. "Everyone ought to be 
able to use his feet just like his hands.” He had a pain 
in his right side as a consequence of being looked at: he 
knew that the moment was near when Lola would ask him 
■ what he was thinking about It was absolutely impossible 
to delay that question", it didn't depend on him: Lola 
>ould ask it in due time; with a kind of fatality. Boris ’ 
felt as though he had at liis disposal a small but infinitely 
~ precious fraction of time. As a matter of foct, it was rathCT 
-a pleasant sensatiou. Bods saw the tablcdoUi. he saw 
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tola’s glass (Lola liad Lad soOTct; she never dined before 
her singing act) . She had drunk some ChSteau Gniau, she 
did herself -wcU, and indulged in a few caprices bemuse 
she so terrified of growing old. There was still a little 
wine in the ^ss, which looiM like dusty blood. The jazz 
land b^n to play: The Moon is Turning Greeji and 
Boris found hinKelf wondering if he could sing that song. 
He fancied himsdf strolling down the me Pi^lle in the 
moonhght, whisth'ng a httle time. Delaiue had told him 
that he whistled like a pig. Boris began to laugh sflently, 
and thought: "Blast the f^owl” He was brimming wilii 
affection for Mathieu- He peered out of the comer of his 
eye, without turning around, and he saw Lola's heavy 
eyes beneath a luzunous tress of auburn hair. As a matter 
of fact, it was quite easy to willuland a look. The trouble 
was to get used to that special sort of ardent emanation 
which sets your face aflame udicn someone is watching you 
with^ passion in her eyes. Boris suhmisrively yields to 
'Lola’s observing eyes-^is body, his slim nedq and the 
half profile that she loved so much; this done, he could 
take refuge in'the deaths of bis own self and savor the 
agreeable httle thoughb that came into his mmd. 

"What arc you thinking about?” asked Lola. 

> "Nothing’’ 

“One is always thinking of something.” 

“I was thinking of nothiog.” 

"Not even that you like tiie tune tiicy ate playing, oi 
tiiat you wished you could play the castanets?" 

"Yes — things like that.” 

"111610 you are. Why don’t jnu tell me? I want to know 
everything you think." 

"1116/15 not things one can talk about, they're too 
trmal.’’ 

"Triviall One might suppose that your tongue had been 
given you amply to talk philosophy with youi prof.” 

He looked at her and smiled. "1 like bet because shea 
got red hair and looks rathe* oH.” 

"Funny Idd,” said Lola. 

Boris bhnk^ and assumed a pleading air. He didn’t hke 
people tai^ng a^ut himsdfcit was always so complicated, 
" and he became beualdeiTd. Lola looked as if she uus 
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‘T carft do anything for her^lie thought with resignation 
And he found her, in that thought, inesistibly attractive. 
^ I’m ashamed,” said Lola 

Her voice was heavy and somber, like a red vdvet 
curtain 
•my?’ 

"Because you’re such a fad” 

“I like to hear jou say the word— fad," said he ' It suits 
your voice You say it twice in fte Scorchis song, and I’d 
go and hear you lust for that Were there a lot of people 
tomghtr 

"A moldy crowd I don’t know where they came from— 
they |ust sat and chattered And they hadn’t any use for 
me at all Sanunyan had to ask them to keep quiet, it got 
on my nerves, I felt like an eavesdropper. They dieeted 
when I came m, though ” 

•That’s normal” 

"Well, I’m fed up," said Lola “I loathe singing for fools 
of that land They were the sort who came there because 
llicy’ve got to tetutu a family invitation I wish you could 
see them come m together, all smiles They bow, and they 
hold the good lady’s chair while she sits down So really 
you’re interrupbng them, and they just glare at jou when 
you come along Boris—” said Lola abruptly, * I sing for 
my hvmg” 

•Tha« so ” 

“If I'd thought I should Snish like that, I would never 
hare started ” 

‘•Wdl, however jou look at ib when you sang at music 
halls, you earned your living singing ’ 

•That wasn t the same.” 

After a short silence Lola added hurriedly 
"By the way, this evening I talked to the neiv little diap 
who smgs next after me He’s a very decent fdlow, but 
he’s no more Russun than lam” 

"She thinks she's annojme me,” thought Boris He 
resolved to tell her once for alfUiat she never could annoy 
him. Not today, ^t later on 
"Perhaps he has learned Russian” 

"But you ought to be able to tell me if he has a good 
accent” said IxiL 
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"My parents left Russia m '17, when I \V3S three months 
oM.” 

“It’s funny that you shouldn’t inow Russian,” ohscr\'cd 
Lola with a pensive air. 

"She’s fantastic,” thoi^ht Boris. "She’s ashamed of 
being m love with me berause she’s older than I am. It 
seems perfectly natural to me— after all, one party must 
be older than the other.” Above all, it >vas more moral: 
Boris wouldn’t have known how to treat a girl of his own 
age. If both parties are young, they don’t know how to 
behav^ they muddle about and it always seems like pla)’- 
ing house. With older people, it’s quite different. They're 
reliable, they show you what to do, and there’s solidity 
in their affection. When Bons was with Lola, he had the 
approval of his conscience, lie felt himself justified. Of 
coune he preferred Mathieu’s company because Mathieu 
wasn’t a prl; a man was more intriguing all the time. 
Besides, Mathieu taught him all sorts of tricks. But Boris 
often found himself wondering whether Mathieu had any 
real i^rd for him. Mathieu was casual and brusque, and 
of coune it was right that people of their sort shouldn't 
be sentfmentaf when they were together, but there were 
all sorts of ways in which a fellow could show he liked 
someone, and Boris felt that Mathieu might well have 
shown his affection by a word or a gesture now and then. 
With Ivicli, Mathieu was quite different. Boris suddenly 
recalled Mathieu’s face one day when he was helping 
Ivich put on her overcoat; he felt an unpleasant shrinking 
at the heart Mathicu’s sroiJe; on those sardonic lips that 
Boris loved so much, that strange, appealing, and affeo* 
tionate smile. But Boris’s head soon filled with smoke and' 
he thought of nothing at all. 

"He’s off again,” said Lola. 

She eyed him aowousty. TVhat were you tiiinkiug 
about?” 

“1 was thinking of Dclarua said Boris regretfully. 

lib smilol sadly. "Couldn’t you think of me too some- 
times?” , , , , 

’•I don’t need to think ot you. since you arc there.” 

"Wliy are jou always thinking of Debrue? Do you w isjj 
you were wiui Iiim?” 
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“I’m glad to be here.” 

po JT3U mean that jtju'ic glad to be here or glad to be 
wtn me? 

“It’s the same thing.” 

.‘y’s the same thing for >ou. Not for me. men I’m 
pm you, I don’t care where I am. Besides, I'm ne\er dad 
to be With you." 

Aren t you?” ashed Eons with some surpnse. 

No, not glad Don’t pretend to be stupid, you know 
)iut what I mean: I’ve seen you with Dclarue, you’re all 
of a twitter when he’s there.” 

TTiat’s quite difFcrent.” 

Lola set her lovely, ravaged face quite close to his; 
an unplonng expression in her eyes 

Look at me, you little stiff, and tell me why you like 
turn so much.” ' ^ 

I don t know. I don’t like him as much as all that He’s 
a good chap. Lola, I hate talking to you about him, 
beause you told me you couldn’t stand him ” 

lK)la smiled with a rather embarrassed air “Now you’re 
the little creature. I didn’t tell you I 
WuJdn t stand him. It was simply that I couldn’t under* 
stand what you found in him I wish you would explain. 

I want to understand.” 

Bons thought: “It isn’t true— she’d start yawning 
before I’d said three words.” 

p find him likable,’’ sard he sedately. 

“That's what you always say. It isn’t precisely the word 
that I should choose. Tdl me he’s intelligent, well read, 
pd I’ll agree, but not likable Look here. I’ll tell you what 
I think of him likable is a word I should use about some- 
body like Maunce, a straight sort of fdlow, but Mathieu 
makes everyone uncomfortable because he’s neither fish 
nor fowl, you don’t know how to take him Look at his 
hands, for instance.” 

“What’s the matter with his hands? I like them ” 

_ ‘Tliey’re workmen’s hands They’re always qmvenng a 
little, as though he’d just finished some heavy lob,” 

“Well, why not?” 

“Yes. but the point is hds not a workman When I see 
his great paw gnppmg a glass of whisky', he looks like a 
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man who means to enjoy lifc^ and I don't thinh the worse 
of him for that; but take care not to watch him drinking, 
With that odd mouth of his — why, it's a parson’s mouth. 
I can’t explain it, I get the feeling he’s austere, and tb^ 
if you look at his eyes, vou can see he knows too much, 
he’s the sort of fellow wno can’t enjoy anything in a si^ 
pie way, either eating, or drinking, or sleeping with 
women; he has to thiidc about everything, it’s Kke that 
voice of his, the cutbng voice of a gentleman who is nev« 
wrong — I know it goes with the job of having to explain 
things to small boys. I had a teacher who talked like him, 
but I’m not at sdiool any more, and I find it tiresome: 

I can understand a man bdng completely one thing or 
the other, a genial brute or tfie mtcllectual type, a school* 
master or a panon, but not both at the same time. I don’t 
know if there are women who like that sort of thing — 1 
suppose there ate, but I tell you frankly, I couldn’t beat 
a fdlow like that to touch me, I shouldn’t like to fed 
those ruSaaly hands on me whde he soused me with hh 
icy look.” 

Lola paused to get her breath “She is down on him,” 
thought Boris. But he lemained unruffled. *11)6 people 
who liked him were not obliged to like each other, and 
Boris thought it quite natural that each of them should ^ 
try to get him down on the others 
, “I understand you quite well,” sard Lola with a concilia- 
tory air; “you* don’t see him wilh the same ej'cs as minft 
bemuse he has been your prof and you’re prejudiced; I 
can sw that from all sorts of little tricks, for instance, 
you're always so critical of the way people dress, yon never 
think them smart enough, whereas he is always got up like 
a scarecrow, he wears tics that my hotel waiter wouldn’t 
look at — ^but you don’t mind.” 

Boris was not to be roused. “It doesn’t matter,” he 
explained, "if a man is badly dressed when he doesn’t 
bother about his clothes at all. What is rotten is to try 
to make a splash and not pull It off." 

"Well, you don't do that, my little tjke." 

"I know what suits me," said Boris modestly. He re- 
flected that he was wearing a blue sweater and 

was glad: it was a handsome sweater. Lola had taken his 
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hand and was tossing it up and down tctween her own 
Bons etched bis band nse and fall, and be thought “It 
doesn’t belong to me, it’s a sort of pancabe ’’ It baa in het 
grown numb, this amused bon, and he twitched a finger 
to bnng it lack to hfe The finger touched die palm of 
Lola's hand, and Lola flung him a grateful look. "That’s 
what makes me nervous," bought Bons imtably He told 
mmsdf that he would ccrtamly have found it easier to 
show affection if Lola hadn’t fallen so often into these 
appealing, melting moods He didn’t m the least mind 
letting his hands be played with in public by an aging 
woman He had long thought that this was rather m his 
* bne even when he was alone, m the metro, people looked 
at him rather quizzically, and the little shop girls on their 
^■ay home laughed m his face. 

"You shll haven’t told me why you think him such a 
fine fellow” 

She was like that, she could never stop once she had 
bean Bons was sure that she was hurting her own 
feelings, but she en(oyed it He looked at her the air 
around her was blue, and her face was whibsh blue But 
the ejes were fevensh and hard 
“kl^y?— tell me” 

“Because be is a fine fellow," groaned Bons “Oh dear, 
how you pester me! He doesn't care about anjlhmg ” 
"Well, does that make a fine fellow? You don’t care 
about anything, do you? ' 

“No" 

“But you do care a little about me, don’t you?" 

"Yes, I care about you *’ 

Lola looked unhappy, and Bons turned his head away 
Anyhow, he didn’t much I3ce loofcmg at Lola when she put 
on that expression She was upset, he thought it silly of 
het, but he couldn’t do anything about it He did every 
thing expected of him He was faithful to Lola, he tele 
phoned to her often, he went to call for her Uiree times 
a week when she came out of the Sumatra, and on those 
evemngs he slept m her flat For the rest, it was a ques- 
bon of character, probably A qnesbon of age, too— older 
people gimv embittered and bwave as though their lives 
were at stake. Once, when Bons was a little boy, he 
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had dropped his spoon; on brang told to pict it uP’ 
had refused and flown into a passion. Tlien his father haci 
said, in an unforgettably majestic tone: “Very well, fyf”' 

I will pick it up.” Boris had seen a tall body stiffly bending 
down, and a bald cranium, he heard sundry creating 
sounds — the whole thing was an intolerable sacrilege, 3^ 
he burst out sobbing. Since then Boris had regarded 
grown-ups as bulky and impotent divinities. If they ‘ 
down, they looked as though they were going to bfc^ 
if they slipped and fdl, the effect they produced in the 
onlooker was a desire to laugh and a sense of awe-sttii^crr 
abhonence. And if the tears came into thdr eyes, as . 
Lola’s at that moment, one was simply at a loss. Grown-np 
people’s tears were a mystical catastrophe, the sort of 
God sheds over the svideedness of mankind. From another 
point of view, of course, he respected Lola for bang s® 
passionate. Malhieu had explained to him that a huiM® 
oeing ought to have passions, and Descartes had 
so too. 

"Delarue has his passions,” he said, pursuing his 
tions aloud, ‘Tjut that doesn’t prevent his caring *®t 
nothing. He is free.” 

“By that token I'm free too, I care for nothing 

y®®' 

Boris did not answer, 

“Am I not free?" asked Lola. 

“That's not the same thing.” 

Too difficult to explain. Lola was a victim, she had no 
ludc, and she appealed too mudi to die emotions. V/hwh 
was not in her ravor. Besides, she took heroin. 'That w'asn t , 
a bad thing, in one sense indeed, it was quite a g®®“ 
thing. In principle Boris had talked to Ividi about it> a®® 
they had both agreed that it was a good thing. But 
were ways of doing it: if one look it to destroy ori^elf, ■ 
either in despair or by way of emphasizing one’s freedom, ’ 
tliat was entirely commendable. But Lola took it with 
greedy abandonment, it was her form of relaxation- “ 
didn’t even intoxicate her. ' ’ 

“You make me laugh,” said Lola in a dry voice. “It s a 
habit of yours to put Ddarae a^ve everybody else as 
a matter of principle. Because you know, between o®''- 
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selves, which is the freer, he or I he has a home of his 
own, a fixed salary, and a definite pension, he lives Iflce a 
petty official And then, mto the bargain, there’s that affair 
of his >ou told me about, that female who never goes out 
— what more does he want? No one could be freer than 
that As for me. I’ve just a few old frocks, I’m alone, I live 
m a hotel, and I don't even know whether I shall have a 
job for the summer” 

'That’s different,” repeated Bons 
He was annoyed LoU didn’t bother about freedom 
She was getting excited about it that evening because she 
wanted to defeat Mathieu on his own ground 
“I could skm you, you little beast, when you’re like 
that \Vhat’s different, eh?” 

"Well, you’re free without wanbng to be,” he explained, 
Tt just happens so, that’s all But hlathieu’s fre^om is 
bas^ on reason ” 

"I still don’t understand," said Lola, shabng her head 
"Well, he doesn’t care a damn about hu apartment, 
he lives there just as he would live anywhere else, and Tie 
got the feeling that he doesn’t care much about his girl 
He stays with her because he must sleep with someone. 
His fr^om isn't visibly it’s inside him 
Lola had an absent air, he felt he must hurt her a bit 
just to jostle her around, and he went on 
"Look here, you’re too fond of me; he would never let 
himself get caught like that" 

‘Ohol’ cned Lola indignantly "I m too fond of jou, 
am I? — you little toad And don’t you think he’s a bit 
too fond of your sister, eh? You d only got to watch him 
the other night at the Sumatra ” 

"Of Inch? You make me sicL" 

Lola Sung him a sneering gnn, and the smoke sudderily 
n-ent to Boris’s head A moment passed, and then the 
band happened to launch into the St James Infirmary, and 
Boris wanted to dance. 

"Shall we dance this?” 

They danced Lola had closed her eyes, and he could 
hear her quick breathing The httle pansy had got up and 
S'ent across to ask the dancer from the Jam for a liance 
Boris reflected that he xvould soon see him from near by 
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and was pleased Lola was heavy in his arms, she danced 
well, and she smelt nic^ but she was too heavy. Bons 
thought that he would sooner dance with Ivich Ivi<h 
danc^ magmficentlj^ be told himself that Iwch ought to 
learn the castanets TTien Lola’s scent and smell banished 
all further thought He pressed her to him and breathed 
hard She opened her eyes and looked at him intently 

“Do j^u love me? ’ 

“Yes," said Boris, making a face 

“Why do you make a face like that?” 

“Because — oh, jou annoy me.” 

“Why? It isn’t true that yon love me?” 

‘Tes it IS ” 

“Why don’t you ever tell me so yourself? I always have 
to ask you ” 

“Because I don’t feel like it It’s all rot, it’s the sort of 
thing that people don't say” 

“Does It annoy you when I say I love you?” 

‘ No, you can say it if you lik^ but you oughtn’t to ask 
me if I love you ” 

“It’s very seldom I ask you anything, daihng It’s usually 
enough for me to look at you and feel I love you But there 
ate moments when I wish 1 could get at your own real 
feelings” 

“I understand,” said Bons senously, “but j^iu ought to 
wait till I feci like iL If it doesn’t come naturally, there’s 
no sense in it.” 

‘ But, you little fool, you yourself say you never do feel 
that way unless somebody asks you ” 

Boiu began to laugh 

"It’s true,” he said, “you put me off But one can feel 
affection for somebody and not want to say so " 

Lola did not answer Th^ stopped, applauded, and 
the band b^n again Bons was glad to observe that the 

E ansy lad was dancing towards them, but when he eyed 
im from near by, he got a nasty shodc the creature was 
quite fort) years old His face retained the sheen of youth, 
but underneath it he had aged He had large doll like blue 
eyes and a boyish moiilb, but there were pouches under 
hi$ porccbin eyes, and wnnldes around his mouth hu 
nostiffs were pindicd like those of a dying man, and his 
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Sm if* '"' S”™ "■a >x>™' =t 

he ■SA *“" AM "He ™ once ynnng," Ihonghl 
Sve5Sfh!“ f"™ '''■° ’“"A ““W to he th.^ 
Innnm *"*^*'cc-.because they had nn-cr 

he bore^he when a chap had really been young, 

lal hT r® of his life It mieht 

™‘ ■’““Me He M 
mmselt to look at Lola and said ahniptly 
Lola, look at me, I love you " 

She micas'™ '•'PP'd on Bom’s foot 

“Datlmg!” 

fee? I w’**" ^A'^ing "aasp me tighter, make me 

^rsAde*^ T""’,'"' '"■‘‘*'5 oome There was a 

falfL? ’ " '“A 'y'''* were drooping, her 

“hi forloS'"f opon her happiness It was a 

Ihemndmf^h 1 ,?°''^*''*. ^“ohte, and the thought, 

I won’t^AL’ cij®!"; “Menly came upon him "I won't, 
turbed J "* ^ooo quite unper 

uAA ”"'c' about that sort of thing: 

Untfl ™ sbpping between his fingers 

"an? a?io I"” thought Eons, 

lono-w^!!^ hrains out " He could no 

fTipfa. y * noise of the band and the sense of all 
tnese people around him 
^^11 we go? ’ said he 
At onc^ my lovely!” 

r^nV'!? ‘heir table Lola called the waiter, 

paia the bill, and flung bei velvet cloak over her shoulders 
,^nie along,” she said 

riiey went out Sons was no longer thinking of any 
ning very definite, but there was a sense of something 
ate^j in his mind The lue Blanche was crowded with 
Kf'iS!* looking harsh and old They met the 

Maestao Piranese from the Puss m Boots, and greeted 
vin' ^®SS pattered along beneath his enormous 

, P«hap$,' thought Boris, "I too shall grow a 
paunch >Vhat would it be lili never to be able to look 
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at onesdf in a glas5, nor to feel the crisps wooden snap 
of one's joints. . . . And every instant that passed, every 
instant, consumed a little more of his )vuth. “If only I 
could save myself up, live very quietly, at a slower pace, I 
should perhaps gain a few yean. But to do that I oughtn’t 
to make a habit of going to bed at two a m.” He e>ed 
Lola with detestation. "She's lilhng me." 

"What’s the matter?” asked Lola. 

“Nothing.” 

Lola hv^ in a hotel in the rue Navarin. She took her 
key off the board and they walked silently upstairs. 'Hje 
room was bare, there was a trunk covered with labels in 
one comer, and on the farther wall a photograph of Boris 
stuck on it with thumb-tacks- It was an identification 
photograph that Lola had had enlarged. "Ah,” thought 
Boris, “that will remain when I'm a wrecl^ in toat I shall 
always look young " He felt an impulse to tear it up- 

"There’s sometliing odd about jou,” said Lola; “nhafs 
the matter?" 

“I’m all jn,” said Boris. “I’ve got a pain in the top of 
my bead.” 

Lola looked anrious. “You aren’t ill, dftir? Would you 
like an aspinn?" 

“No, irs nothing, I shall soon feel better.” 

Lola took his chin and raised his head. 

"You look as if you were angry with me. You aren'h are 
you? Yes, you are. What have 1 done?” 

Slie looked distiaught. 

“I’m not angry with you— don’t be silly,” protested 
Boris feebly. 

"You are, but what have I done to you? You'd much 
' better tell me, because then I shall be able to explain. 
It’s sure to be some misunderstanding. It can’t be any- 
thing senouj. Bori% J iiopJore you, tcH me what's the 
matter.” 

“But then's nothing. 

lie put his aims round Lola's neck and Idssed her on 
the bps. Lola quircied. Boris inluJed a perfumed breath 
and felt against his mouth the moist nakwocss of her lips. 
Ills scores thrilled. Lola covered bis face with kbfcs; rlie 
bc^n to pant a httic. 



sS ~“ S2a 

ki! Snrm fif. 1 ™ skghtly, jnd Ike stuff slinped behs-cen 

h“ Ki te 'SSuV“f- ted^W 

glow. Lola threw h^doaViin«,’l‘ji,l'’o 

anus, and dasned thu ked flung out tuu bare 

dAtious BoX d™ h^“^i ®°"” 

M'a Hoish lScid„r. a"nP'ls. posvdeml 

koIaranarl,ed sS,d,„?L^^ ■"*” *n Bom and 
“rao upon them hecam £ *’^1 

move. Lola’s legs' *o 

»h«her they SKI Ti ®“™ "ondeted 

pel. He m»^«j T f not bolh just sjnl: dtnvu on the ar- 
WS Ae ncl, sotaiss of 

Q^'" ““™nred Lola. 

kad'SetShT ^ ? ''“mblo Medusa" 

he Lm l ate her last rood days." And 

y^TOen fte “d drfroded"hei“^t'’ the 

ment and came upon hun a moment of beualdet- 
S an Iw ke looked at Lola’s arms, whrte 

Sd aeebHT^™!' !!““■’,'' «vn”'d to him that he held 
and stan^T k' ebsp it close 

kold me so tighL" munnured Lola happily, 
re hurting me I srant yon " 

Boris released her. he sras a little shoeled. 

me my pajamas, Fll go and undress in the bath- 
room 

He went into the bathroom and locked the door* he 
hatrf Lola to come in while he was undressing. He 
washed his face and his feet and amused himself by 



dusting talcum powder on Ins legs He had quite rccov 
ered his composure, and he thought ‘ It's fantastic ” His 
head was vague and heavy, and he hardly knew what he 
w'as thinking about “I must talk to Delarue about it,’ he 
decided Beyond the doot she awaited him, she was cer 
tain to be undressed by now Bat he did not feel inclined 
to huny A naked body, full of naked odors, was some 
thing rather overwhelming, which was what Lola would 
not understand He was now about to be engulfed intc 
an enieloping and strong-savored sensuality Once m it, 
all would be well, but be^re — ^wcll, a fellow couldn’t help 
feelmg a bit nervous "In any case," he reflected with 
annoyance, ' I don t intend (o get involved the way I did 
tlie other time” He combed his hair carefully over the 
basin, to see whether it was falling out But not one hair 
dropped on the white porcebm When he had put on 
bis pajamas, he opened the door and went back into the 
bedroom 


Lola was outstretched on the bed, completely naked It 
was another Lola, sluggish and menacing, watching him 
from beneath her eyelids Her body, on the blue counter 
pane, was silvery white, like the belly of a fish, and on it 
a tnangular tuft of reddish haw She was beautiful Bons 
approached the bed and ejed her with sn eagerness not 
ummnglcd with disgusL She stretched out her arms 
'Wait,” said Bons 

He switched off the light, and the room was promptly 
filled with a red glow at the third story of the building 
opposite, an illuminafed sign had been recently installed 
Dons lay down beside Lola and began to stroke her 
shoulders and her breasts Her skin was so soft that it felt 
exactl> as tliougli she had kept her silk wrap on Her 
breasts were slackening, but Bom liked that they were 
the breasts of a woman who has lived It was m vain that 
be had turned out the hglit, he could still see in the glare 
from die confounded sign, tala's face, pale m the red 
viciw and bbek Upped she looked as though she was in 
ind he eyes were liatd Boris felt oppressed witli 
of trashy had done at 

when the first buH bounded into the arena some- 
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thing Tvas going to happen, something inevitable, awe 
rather t^ou^ like the bull s ensanguined 

5'°'^' pajamas,” pleadrf Lola 
No, said Bons 

This ri-as a ntual Every time Lola asked him to take off 
nis p^amas and Bons was obliged to refuse. Lola’s hands 
Slipped under his jacket and caressed him gently Bons 
h^n to laugh ^ ^ 

‘ You're bcklmg me ” 

They kissed A moment passed, Lola took Boris’s hand 
and laid it on her body, against tfie tuft of reddish hair 
Stic always had odd capnces, and Bons had to protect 
tumself sometimes For an instant or two he left his hand 
in^ a^insl Ixila’s thighs, and then slid it gently upwards 
to her shoulders 

Come,” said Lola, puUmg him on to her, “come, I 
jou — come, comel” 

She wa^ beginning to moan, and Bons thought "Now 
^ ^ ^l3mmy thcQl tan up his body from waist to 

♦ rt! i tion’t,” said Boru to himself, and he clenched his 
wm But then he had a sudden sense of being picked up 
cy the ned^ like a rabbit and he sank upon Lola’s body, 
a red, voluptuous dazdement of passion 

TJaiTing,’’ said Lola 

She let him gently sbp aside and got out of bed Bons 
remained prostrate, his head on the pniow He heard Lola 
open bathroom door, and he thought “When this is 
over, I don’t want any more aEun I loathe making love 
No, to be honest that isn't what I loathe mosL its the 
CTtanglement of it aB, the sense of domination, and 
besides, what’s the pomt of choosmg a girl fnend? It 
would be just the same with anyone, it’s physiological ” 
And he repeated with disgust "physiological ’’ Lola was 
getting ready for the mght Tlie water ran into the basin 
wth a pleasant, limpid gurgle Uiat Bons rather enjoyed 
Men suffenng from tlie h^ucinabons of thirst, m the 
desert, heard just such sounds the sound of running water 
Bons tned to imagine that he was under a hallucinabon 
'The room, the tM hghL the splashes, these were hallu 
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cinations, be would soon find bimself in the middle of the 
desert, lying on the sand with a cork helmet over his eyes. 
Mathieu’s face suddenly appeared to him. “It’s fantastic," 
he thought; “I like men b^er than girls. \Vhen I’m with 
a girl I’m not half so happy as with a man. And jet I 
wouldn’t dream of going to bed with a man.” He cheered 
himself with the thought; "A monk, that’s what I’ll he 
when I’ve left Lola.” He fdt arid and austere, Lola 
Jumped into the bed and took him in her atiris. 

“My dear,” she said, **my dear." 

She stroked his hair, and there svas a long moment of 
silence. Boris could already see stars cirding when Lola 
began to speak. Her voice sounded unfamiliar in that 
aimson night. 

“Boris, Tve got no one but you. I’m alone in the w'orid, 
yoa roust love me, I can't think of anyone hot you. If I 
think of my life, I want to tiitow myself into the nver, I 
have to think of jwu all day. Don’t be a beast, darling j^u 
must never hurt me, j^’te all I have left. I’m in your 
hands, darling, don’t hurt me: don’t ever hurt me— I’m 
all alone.” 

Boris awoke w’th a start and surveyed the situatioa 
with precision. 

“If you are alone, ft's because you like to be so," he 
said, speaking in a clear voic^ “it’s because you’re proud. 
Otherwise you would love an older roan than me. I’m too 
young, I can’t prevent you from being alone. I bches’C 
you chose me for that reason.” 

“I don’t know," said Jjoh. “I love you to distraction — 
that’s alU knosv.” 

She flung her arms wildly around him. Boris beard her 
once mote saying: “I adore you,” and then he fell fast 
asleep. 
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CHAPTEK III 


CmiKM The a,t tos «-ann and danic Mathieu ™ 
^ walking m the middle of the road, under a lucid sU. 
^gmg his aims, and thiiisbng his way through heaw 
OaiM people’s summer Tot 
Am a black day was begmmng, which would move on a 
tortuous course nnhl the evening like a funeral 
proraonm the sunshine An address Money He would 
hm to mn all over Pans Sarah could provide the ad 
Or Jacques He had 
ta'™* ^ ““erteter, and something of his 

w . '^i"S prasuie of the light 16 me Delam 
eSaVS *' '”5 *•" *“th fioor, and the 

S‘i ““rt'.oul of order Mathieu walked 
Swi 4 *“°'' "™nrt were at their hoiise- 

jrork, clad m aprons and with dusters knotted round their 
bra* for thm loo, a day had started What day? 
h?Ih™ iTU’ of ■’rtrtrt' when he tang, and 

he nlto T ougfif to do some physical eurretses,” and 
^Iso thought with annoyance "I say that to myself 
* f^lk upstaiis ' He heard a famt patter of 
, ® snort, txild man, with light eyes opened the 

fewith a smile Mathieu tecngLed him, it was a 
k^an a refugee, he had often seen hrm at the DSme, 

_T i **PP*ng a cup of cafi crime, or brooding over a 
chKsboard, and Lcking ha thick hps 
1 want to see Sarah, ' said Mathieu 
tie htUe man grew giavt bowed, and cheked Ins 
he had violet ears 

JW^uller,' said he in a fornial lone 
Ueiaru^ said Matlueu unemotionally 
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TJje J/HJe man resumed his genial smile “Come in, 
come in,” he said. “She’s below, m the studio; she will 
be delighted.” 

He ushered him into the hall and trotted off. Mathieu 
pushed open the glazed door and went into Gomez’s 
studio. On the hnding of the inner staircase he stopped, 
dazzled by the glare that flooded through the great dusty 
shylights; Mathieu blinlcd, his head began to ache. 

"What’s the matter?” said Sarah’s voice. 

Mathieu leaned over the banisters. Sarah was sitting on 
the divan, in a yellow l:imono, he could see her skull 
under the thin, stiff hair. Opposite her, a flaming torch: 
a red haired, brachycephalic. . . . “It’s Brunet,” thought 
Mathieu with annoyance He had not seen him for six 
months, hut he wasn’t at all pleased to run into him again 
at Sarali’s. It was embarrassing, thw had too much to say 
to each other, their fading fnendsliip lay between them. 
Besides, Brunet brought with him an air of out of doorSr 
a whole healthy uiuverse, an abrupt and stubborn world 
of revolt and violence, of manual labor, of patient effort, 
and of discipline: he would not be interested in the 
shameful little bedroom secret that Mathieu was about to 
confide to Sarah Sarah looked up and smiled. 

“Good morning, good morning,” she said. 

Mathieu returned her smile: he looked down upon 
that flat, ill favored countenance, marred by much benevo- 
lence, and beneath it the large slack breasts, half-emerging 
from the kimono lie hurried down. 

‘•Wliat good wind bnngs you here?" asked Sarah. 

“Tlierc’s something I want to ask you ” said Mathieu. 

Sarah’s face flushed greedfly. “Anything you like,” she 
said And she added, gleefully “See who is herel” 

Mathieu turned to Branet and shook his liand Sarah 
sat looking at th«n with a biooding, sentimental eye. 

“How are ytJU, my old social traitor?” said Brunet. 

Mathieu vvas glad to hear that voice Brunet was vast 
and solid, witli a slow, bucolic face. He did not look 

^“[low am you?” said Mathieu. "I thought ycu were 
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"Sit down here beside me^” said Sarah eagerly She 
uas going to do him a senncev she knew that, for the 
moment he was her property Mathieu sat down Little 
Pablo was playing wlh building blocks under the table 
"And Gomez? asked Martitcu 
"Just the same as usual He'* at Barcelona,” said Sarah 
‘ Have you had any news of him? ’ 

“Last week A full account of his exploits,” Sarah 
replied iromcally 

Brunet’s eyes gleamed ‘Tou know he’s a colonel 
now?' 

Colond Mathieu thought of the man of yesterday, and 
his heart contracted Gomez had actually gone One day 
he had read of the fall of Irun, m Pans-Soir He had 
paced up and down the studio for a long while, running 
ius fingen through his bladi hair And then he went out, 
bareheaded and without an overcoat, as though he were 
going to buy cigarettes at the D6me He liad not re- 
^med The room had temamed exactly as he had left it 
au unfinished canvas, a half-cut ^ppembte on the table, 
among phials of aad The picture and the etchinz were 
of Mrs Stimson In the picture she was naked Mathieu 
saw her in his mind s eye, respJcndently bpsy on Gomez’s 
atm and singing raucously He bought ’ He was a beast 
to Sarah all the same " 

* Did the Minister let you m?” asked Sarah gaily 
She did not want to talk about Gomez. She had for 
given him eveiything, his treachenes, escapades, and 
cruelty But not that Not fais departure for Spam he 
had gone away to kill men, he had killed men by now 
For Sarah, human life was sacred 
"W'hat minuter? ’ asked Malfaieu in astonishment 
"The httJe red-eared mouse is a Minuter," said Sarah 
with naive pnde. ‘ He was a member of the Baalist Gov 
emment in Munich in ’22 At present he u down and 
out ' 

“And you rescued him, of coirtse ” 

Sarah began to laugh 

"He came along here with hu suitcase. No, senoiuly," 
said she, “he has nowhere dse to go He n-as turned out 
of his hotel because he coul^ t pay the bill ’ 
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Malhi’cu recloned on Ills fmgcn. "Annia. I-opez, and 
Santi, t!iat males four pensioners for jou," said nc. 

"Annia is feaving soon,** said &irah, with an apoJogctw 
air. “Slic’s got a job *’ 

“It’s ndjcuJouj," said Bninet. 
bfathieu start^, and turned tovmrds him. Bronefs ifr 
dignation siiis ponderous and placid, he e>ed Sarah with 
Im most bucolic air and iroealcd* “It's ridiculous." 
"Wliat? \Vliat is ridiculous?” ^ , 

"Ah,” said Sarah briskly, lajing her hand on Mathieu t 
arm "You must stand by me;, my dear Malhieul’' 

“But what’s the trouble?” 

"It doesn’t interest Mallucu,” said Brunet to Sarah, 
with a look of annoyance. 

Siie was no longer iistcning. 

“He wants me to turn my Minister out,” she said 
pathetically. 

"Turn him out?” 

“He says it's cnmirul of roe to keep him.” 

"&rah enggerates," said Brunet mifdly. 

He turned to Mathieu and expbiued with something 
of an effort; “The fact is that we have had disquieting 
reports about the fellow. It seems that six months ago he 
ivas to be found hanging about the German Embassy 
There's no need to be unduly mahaous to guess what a 
Jinvuh refugee might bc^up to m such a place.” 


“You have no proofs,” Kud Sarah. 
“No, we haven't any i 


“No, we haven't any proofs If we had, he wouldn’t 
be here But even thou^ there are only presumpbons, 
Sarah is madly imprudent to have taken him in ” 

“But why? Why?” asked Sarah, passionately. 

"Sarah," said Branet affectionately, "yTSu would blow 
up {he whole of Paris to prevent anything unpleasant 
liippcninl to jout prot^gfe " 

Sarah snuled weakly "Not the whole of Pans," she 
said, “but it's certain I'm not going to sacrifice Wey- 
rnttller to youi party mtngiies A party js so— so abstract." 
“lust wliat I was saying,” said Brunet 
c^nh shook her head vigorously. She had flushed, and 

heflSgogn®. 
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'The little Minister,” die said \vitli indignation “You 
saw him, Mathieu Could he hurt a 6y? ’ 

Bninet’s serenity \vas enonnous It was the serenity of 
the ocean suave and yet exasperating He never appeared 
to be one sole person, he embodied the slow, silen^ mur 
murous life of a cioi^ He went on to explain ‘ <^mez 
sometimes sends us emissaries They come here, and r\e 
meet them at Sarah’s place; you can guess that the mes- 
sages are conSdential Is this the place to house a fellow 
who has the reputahon of bang a spy? 

Mathieu did not answer Brunet had used the inteiioga 
bve form, but with purely rhetoncal intent he was not 
asking advice; indeed, it vras a long time since Bninet had 
ceased taking Mathieu’s advice on anything whatever 
“hfathieu, you shall deade if I send Wcymuller away, 
he win throw himself into the Seme Can one really 
dnve a man to suicide for a mere suspicion? ’ she added 
desperately 

She was sitting upnght, her ugly face aflame with 
kindliness She inspired in Mathieu the rather squalid 
sympathy one feels for people who have been run over 
and hurt m an accident, or are suffering from boils and 
ulcers 

’ Do you mean it? ’ he asked “Hell throw himself m 
the Sane? ' 

Certainly not,” said Brunet “He'll go hack to the 
German Embassy and try to sell himself outnght ’ 

“It comes to the same thing," said Mathieu “In any 
case he’s done for ” 

Brunet shrugged his shoulders "Yes, I suppose so,’ he 
said mdiffcrcntly 

‘ Listen to him, Mathieu," said Sarah, ejin^ him with 
distress "Well? \Vho xs nght? Do say something ’’ 
Mathieu had nothing to say Brunet did not ask his 
advice, he had no use for the advice of a bourgeois, a dirty 
intellectual, a watchdog Tie will luten to me with icy 
courtesy, he’ll he quite immovable, he’ll judge me by what 
I saj, that’s alL” Mathieo did not want Brunet to judge 
him Tliee bad been a tune when, as a matter of pnna 
pie, nather of Uic pair judged the other "Fnendship 
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doesn't exist fo criticize" Bninet nsed to say then, 
function is to inspire confidence." He sbll said so, 
haps, but at the rnoraent he was thinJcing of his coinraafis 
of tlie party. 

“Mathieul” said Sarah. 

Brunet leaned towards her and touched her 

"Listen, Sarah," he said quietly. "I quite like Malhieu 
and I think highly of his intelligence. If it were a q»^ 
tion of eqilainmg a passage in Spinoza or I&nt, 1 should 
apply to him. But this is a silly business, and I assure you 
I don't want any outade opinion, even from a teacher or 
philosophy. I’ve made up my mind." , 

Obviously, thought Mathieu, obviously. He felt sick at 
heart, but not in the least angry with Brunet. "Who ara 
I to give advice? And what have I done with my hfcl 
Brunet had got up. 

"I must hurry away," he said. "You will, of coune, do 
as you like, Sarah. You don’t belong to the pa^, and you 
have already done a great deal for us. But if you keep 
him, I would merely ask you to come to my puce wbeo 
Gomez sends any news.” 

"Certainly," said Sarah. 

Her eyes were shinlngi as though a burden had bea 
lifted from her. ^ 

"And don’t leave things tying about. Bum everything;" 
Brunet added. 

"I promise." 

Brunet turned to hfatbieu. ''Well, good-by, my dear 
fellow." 

He did not hold out a hand, he eyed him narronty, 
with a hard expression, like Marcclle’s last evening, and 
with the same lemotselcss astonishment. He felt naked 
bCTcath tliat scrutiny, a tall and naked figure, molded out 
of dough. Clumsy, too. \Vlio was he to give advice? He 
blinked: Brunet looked hard and knotty. "And I bear my 
hUlity gotten on My fact" 

Brunet spoke; not at all m the voice that Mathieu 
expected. "You're looking pretty rotten," he »id gently, 
the matter? ^ 

Mithieu had got up also, Ive— I ve got some lousy 

haScs.KoUimgscno«,. 
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Brunet laid a hand on his Moulder and lool^ed at him 
doubtfully. 

"It’s idiotic I'm on the go all the tune and cverj-where 
and never have a moment for my old fnends If you 
croak, I should only hear of your death a month after- 
wards, and by acadent " 

"I’m not going to croak, yet awhile," sard Mathieu with 
a laugh 

He fdt Branet’s fist on his shoulder; he thought "He’s 
not judging m<^" and was filled wth a sense of humble 
gratitude 

Brunet remained senous "No,” said "not yet 
awhile But—’’ He seemed to make up his mind at last. 
“Are you free about two o’clock? I’ve got a few minutes, 
I would look, in on you and we might have a little talk^ 
like old hmes ** 

‘ Like old tunes I ra quite fre^ I shall expect you," 
said Mathicu. 

Brunet smiled gemaBy He had kept his frank and vivid 
smile He swung round and walked towards the staircase. 

"I’ll come with you,” said Sarah 

Mathieu followed them with his eyes Brunet ran up 
the stairs ^VIth surprising agility "All ts not lost," he said 
to hunself And something sbrred uiside his chest, some- 
thing warm and homely, something that suggested hope. 
He stepped forward The door slammed above Ins head 
Little Pablo was eying bun gravely Mathieu picked up 
an etching needle from flie table A fly that had abghtw 
on the copperplate flew away Pablo was still looking at 
him Matiueu fell uneasy, without quite knowing why 
He bad the sense of being engulfed by the child s eyes 
‘ Children are greedy little dev^,” he thought, ‘all that 
senses are mou^s ” Pablo’s expression was not yet human, 
and yet it was already more ttan ahve the little creatore 
had not long emaged from a womb, as indeed was plain 
there he was, hesitanL mmulev still displaying the un- 
wholesome sheen o! vomit, but bdiind tte flickenng 
humors that filled his eye^ockets lurked a greedy little 
consaoiisness Mathieu toy^ with the etching needle. 

‘ How hot it IS todayl ’ he thoi^L The fly buzzed round 
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him; in a pinTc loom, within a female body, there was a 
blister, growing slowly larger. 

“Do you know what I dreamed?” asked Pablo. 

“Tell me.” 

“I dreamed I was a feather.” 

“And this thing thinks!” Mathieu reSected. 

“And what did you do when you were a feather?” 

“Nothing. I slept.” 

Mathieu flung the etdiing-ncedle bade on the table; 
the frightened fly buzzed round and round and then 
alighted on the copperplate between two tiny grooves 
resenting a woman's arm. 'ITierc was no time to lose, for 
the blister was expanding, at that very moment; it was 
making obscure efforts to emerge, to extricate itsdf from 
darkness, and growing into sorocUiing like that, a hW 
pallid, flabby object that clung to the world and sucked 
Its sap 

Mathieu took a few steps towards the staircase. 
could heat Sarah’s voice. She had opened the street door 
and was standing on the threshold, smiling at Brunot. 
What was she wafting for? Why didn’t she come down 
again? He half turriM, he looked at the child and hs 
looked at the fly. A chOd. A bit of thinking flesh th^ 
screams and bleeds when it u killed. A By is easier to kiT 
than a child. He sbru^ed his shoulders. “I'm not going 
to kill anyone- I’m going to prevent a child from being 
bom." Pablo was playing with his bricks once more he 
had forgotten Mathieu. Mathieu reached out a hand and 
touched the table with his Anger. He repeated to himself 
with a sense of astonishment; "Prevent its being bom. 

. . It sounded as though there existed somewhere a 
completed child awaiting the hour to come out into the 
open, into tlie sunlight, and Mathieu was barring its pas- 
sage. And, indeed, tliat was more or less the fact: there 
was a tiny human craturc, conscious, furtive, deceitful, 
and pathetic, wtb a white skin._ wide cars, and tiny flesh- 
marks, and oil manner of distinetne signs such as arc 
stamped on passports, a little man who would never run 
about the streets with one foot on the pavement and the 
SSct in the gultcr, eyes, green like Malhicu's or bbek 
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like Marcelle’s, wliich would never see ttie vitreous slaes 
of winter, nor the sea, nor any human face, hands that 
would never touch the snow, nor the flesh of women, nor 
the hark of trees an embedment of the world, ensan- 
guined, luminous, sullen, passionate, sinister, full of hopes, 
an image populous with houses and gardens, tall dehght- 
ful girls, and horrible insects, and a pm would pierce it 
and explode it Iflce a toy balloon 
“Here I am,” said Sarah, “have I kept yon waiting?” 
Mathieu looked up and fdt relieved she was leaning 
over the banisters, a heavy, amorphous figure an adult 
human bang, aging flesh ^at looked as though it had 
been lately pickled and not bom at all, Sarah smiled at 
him and burned downstairs, her kimono fluttenng round 
her stocky legs 

‘ Now then what js the matter?” she said eagerly 
Her large, clouded eyes were set on him insistently 
He turned away aod said harshly “Marcelle is going to 
have a baby” 

■Ohl" 

Sarah looked really rather pleased She added timidly 
“So you— you — ?” 

“No, no,” said Mathieu bnskly "\Ve don’t want one” 
"Ah yes," she said, "I sec” She bent her head and 
lemainra silent Mathieu w^ irritated by a distress that 
Was not even a reproach 

“I think the same thing happened to you some time 
ago Gomez told me," he retorted harshly 
“Yes, some hme ago ” 

Suddenly she looked up and blurted out “It s nothing 
at all, you know, if it's taken in bme ” 

She would not allow hersdf to enhoze him, she aban 
doned her reserves, uttered no word to reproach, her sole 
desire was to reassure him 
‘ It’s nothing at all . ” 

He must smile, he must view the future with confideric^ 
she alone would lament that secret little death 
“Look here, Sarah,” said Mathieu angrily, “jou must try 
to undentand me I won’t many. It isn’t )usl selflsbness 
1 regard mamage— ” 
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He 'fell silent: Sarah was married, she had mairied 
Gomez five jears "before. He added after a pause: “Besides, 
Marcelle doesn’t want a child." 

“She doesn't like children?" 

“They don’t interest her.” 

Sarah seemed disconcerted. 

"Yes," she said, “jes . . .very well, then.” 

' She took his hands. “My poor Mathieu, how worried 
you must be! I wish I could help you,” 

"Well, that’s just what you can do,” said Mathieu. 
“When you were in die same sort of trouble you went 
to see someone^ a Russian, I drink.” 

‘Yes," said Sarah. (Her eqiression altered.) “It was 
horrible.” 


"Indeed!” said Mathieu in a strangled voice. "I suppose 
it’s — ^it’s very painful." 

“Not particularly, but—” And she went on with a pite- 
ous air: "I was thinking of the diild. It was Gkimez who 
wanted it done, you know. And when he wanted anything 
in those days— But it was horrible, I would never— if b« 
went down on his knees to me now, 1 would never have it 
done again.” She looked at Mathieu with agonized eyes- 
‘Thty gave me a little parcel after the operation, and 
they said to me: You can mrowthat down a drain.’ Down 
a drain! like a dead rat! Mathieu," she said, gripping his 
aim, “you don’t realize what you’re going to do.” 

"And when you bring a ch3d into the world, do you real- 
ize what you're going to do?” asked MaAieu wrathfuHy. 

A child: another consciousness, a little center-point of 
light that would flutter round and round, dashing agauist 
the walls, and never be able to escape. 

“No, but what I mean is — you don’t know what you're 
asking of Marcella I'm afraid she may hate you later on.” 
Mathieu had a vision of MarccHe’s eyes-~round, hard, 
arclol eyes. 

"Do you hate Gomez?” he asked sharply. 

Sarah made a piteous, helpless gesture: she could not 
tiate anyone, least of all Gomez. 

*‘fn any case,” she said with a bbnk look; "1 can’t send 
u to that Russian; he's stai in practice, but he drinks 
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now-ada}^, I no longer trust him Tliere w-as a nasty epi 
sode two years ago” 

"And you don’t know anyone else?” 

"No,” said Sarah slowly But soddenly all her kindliness 
flooded into her face again and she excmmed “Yes, I 
lust the person — ^why didn 1 1 think of it before? wald- 
mann You haven’t met him here? A Jew', a gynecologist 
He’s a sort of specialist in aboihon you would be quite 
safe With him He had an immense practice m Berhn 
^Vhen the Nazis came into power, he set up in Vienna 
After that there was the Ansdiluss, and he amied m 
Pans with a suitcase. But he had sent all his money to 
Zunch long before " 

"Do you think he’ll do it^ 

"Of coune. I’ll go and see him this \ery day” 

“I m glad,” said Mathicu, "Im awfully glad He isn’t 
too expensive, I hope " 

"He used to charge up to two thousand marks ” 
Mathieu grew pale "Ten thousand francsl" 

“But that was sheer robbery,” she added quickly “He 
was exploiting hts reputation No one knows him here, 
Pm sure hell be reasonable 1 shall surest three tlioiian^ 
francs” 

“Right,” said Malhicu between clenched teeth He 'vas 
wondenne where he would find the money 
"Look here,” said Sarah, 'why shouldn’t I go this 
morning? He lives in tlie rue Blaise-Dcsgoffc, quite near 
ni shp on some clothes and go along Will you ^"^it 
for me’” 

"No, I— I's-egotan appomtmoit at half past ten S^rah, 
you’re a treasure,” said Mathieu 
He took her by the shoulders and shook Iier, smiling as 
he did so had for h« sake sacrificed her deepest 
repulsions, she had, in the kindness of her heart, become 
his accomplice in an act she loathed she was beaming 
With delight. , , . 

"Where will you be about eleven o’clock? she as^-co. 
"I miplil be able to phone you.” 

"I shall be at the Dupont uhn, boulevaid Saint Mi'^hd 
I could stay tliere till you nng me up ” 



“At the Dupont Latin? Right." 

Sarah’s ■wrap had slipped bac^ exposing her clumsy 
breasts. Mathicu clasped hct in his arms, in real affecb’on, 
and also to avoid loob'ng at het body. 

“Good by," said Sarah, "good-by, my dear Mathieu." 

« She rais^ her kind, ffl favored face to his. There was 
in that face an intriguin^^ almost voluptuous humility that 
evoked a mean desire to hurt her, to crush her with shame. 
“When I look at her,” Danid used to say, “I understand 
sadism.” Mathieu kissed her on both chcda. 


“Summerl" The sky flooded the street with spectral 
effluence; the people hovered in the sky, and their faces 
were aflame. Mathicu breathed a green and living per- 
lame, a youthful dust, he bl/nfc«l and smiled. “Summer! 
He walked a few paces, the blade, melting asphalt, flecked 
with whit^ stusik to the soles of his shoes; Marcelle was 
pregnant— it was no longer the same summer. 

She slept, her body swathed in the enveloping darkness, 
and as she slept she sweated. Her lovely brown and maine 
breasts lay loose upon her, and their b'ps, salty and white 
as flowers, were encircled with oozing drops of mofcttu®* 
She slept. Sire always slept until midday. But the pustule 
deep within her did not sleep, it had no time to sleep: 
it found nourishment and grew. Time passed with abrupt 
and fateful jerks. Tlie pustule expanded and time passM. 
“I must End the money in forty-eight houn." 

The Luxembourg, warm and while, statues and pigeons, 
chOdren. The childrea ran about, the pigeons flew away. 

, Racing children, white Sashes, tiny tunaails He sat down 
On an iron chair, “Where shall I End the money? Daniel 
won't lend me any. I’ll ask him all the same., .and then, 


as a last resort, I can always try Jacques." The grass rippled 
up to his feet, the youthful stone posterior of a statue 
caught his eye, the pigeons— birds of stone— were cooing: 
“After all, it's only a matter of a fortnight, this Jew fellow 
will surely wait unhl the end of the month, and on the 
25tb I shall get my pay." ... 

Mathieu stopped abruptly: he taw himself tiiink, and 
he tathed liimselt. "At am strae hom Bnract ii walking 
Kugli the stiKtJ, eajoymg the smsbme, l.ghtheartcd 
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because he can look ahead, he walks through a city o£ 
threaded glass that he mil soon destroy, he feels strong, he 
IS ’f.alkitig wth rather a imnang, canhovis gart because the 
hour has not yet come to smash it all, he waits, he hopes 
And what about me? Marcdle is wift child Will Sarah 
manage to get round that Jew? Where is the money to 
come from? Thai’s what I toinkl” Suddenly he again saw 
once more two close-set ^es beneath black brows "Ma 
dnd I wanted to get there. And that s the truth But it 
couldn’t be fixed." And suddenly he thou^t ‘ Fm gettmg 
old” 

“Fm gettmg old Here I am, lounging in a chair, com 
mitted to my present hfe nght up to the can an d beheving 
r^ouiing. And yet l aiso wanted to set ouffSra^pam 
uTinine "nut it couldn’t be fixed Are there many Spams? 
I am there, absoihing the anaent taste of blood and iron 
tainted water; l^ arti my ow n t aste, I cos t T hat’s what 
exntence means" jjjTmntng one’s own self drv mth ouMhe 
s ^e ot thirs t ^t'turt> tour yon Fm thirty four years 
r\e been slpiiing at myself and Fm gettmg old 1 has’C 
worked, I have wailed, I have had my desue Marcelle, 
Pairs, independence; and now iFs over 1 look for nothing 
mote.” He gazed at that famfliar garden, always new, 
always the same, just like the sea, swept for a hunditd years 
by the same wavelets of colors and of sounds Here it all 
was scurrying children, the same for a hundred years 
past, the same sunshine on the brolen fingered plaster 
queens, and on all the trees; Sarah and her yellow kimono, 
Sfarcebe pregnant, money Ah thu was so natural, so 
normal, so monotonous, rt was enough to fill a hfe, it was 
hfe. All the rest — the several Spams, the castles in l^in, 
was—what? ‘ A tepid htlle lay rebgion for my benefit? A 
discreet and seraphic accompamment to my real life? An 
alibi? That's how they view mt^Daniel, Marcclli^ Brunet, 
Jacques the man who aspires to be free. He eats, he dnnks, 
like everybody dse, he u a gos’cmtncnl ofijoal. not inter 
ested in poh'jcs, he reads L’CEinre, and Le Pofjulatre, 
he u womed a^ut money Only he wants to be fra^ just 
as other people want a collection of stamps. Freedom, that 
n li s secret garden, a little wheme wnth himsdf as sole 
accotnpLee An l^e, cntespomive fcHow, rather dumcn- 
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cal, but ultimately quite sensible, who has detterously 
constructed an undistin^ished but solid happiness upon 
a basis of inertia and justifies himself from time to time on 
the highest moral grounds. Is that what I am?” 

Wlien he was seven years old he had been at Fithivieis, 
staying with his Uncle fiilcs, the dentist, and one day, 
when all alone in the waiting-room, he had played at 
ceasing to exist: the idea was to tty not to swallow, M 
though he were holding on his tongue a drop of icy liquid 
by refraining from the little jerk of deglutition that would 
send it down his gullet. He had succeeded in completely 
emptying his head But that emptiness still had a savor 
of ife own. It had been a silly sort of day: the counity 
round him Sweltering m a haze that smelt of flic^ indeed, 
he had just caught one and had tom its wings off He had 
noticed that ite head resemWed the sulphured tip of a 
kitchen match, so he had fetdied the scraper from the 
kitchen and rubbed it against the fly's head to see if it 
would catdi fire. All this iri~an idle $5rt of mOOd, the 
feeble, lackadaisical sport of a bored little 'bciy.'^fhir i-ndfi’, 
quite well that the fly would not catch Arc. On the table 
there were some tattered magazines and a handsome 
Chinese vase, green and gray, wth handlra like parrots' 
claws Uncle Jules had fold him that the vase was three 
thousand jan old Mathieii had gone up to tlie vase, liis 
hands beliind his back, and stood, nervously a tiptoe, look- 
ing at it: how ir^htening it was to be a little lull of bread 
emmb in this ancient me browned world, confronted by 
an impassive vase three thousand years oldJ He had turned 
his back on it, and stoo<l grimacing and snuflling at Uic 
mirror without maruging to divert Iris thoughts; then he 
had suddenly cone back fo the table, picked up (he vase, 
winch waa a hravy one, and dashed it on the floor— it 
had just' happened like that, after which he liad felt si 
light as gossamer. He had eyed the porcelain fragments in 
amazement; something had happened to that thrcc-thou- 
sand sear-old va« within those fiflywcaroW walls, under 
rtie ancienl light of sumnier, somettimg very disrespectful 

did it," and felt from Uic nwH 



•Kifliout bes or fen or ongins, a stubborn little excrescence 
that bad burst the tenestnal oust. 

He was sixteen, a raffish jonth, lying on the sand at 
AicachoQ, looking at the long, flat ocean waves He had 
just thrashed a lad from Bordeaux who had thrown stones 
at him, and he had forced him to eat sand Seated m the 
shade of the pmes, out of breafli, hts nostrils filled with 
the odor of resin, he felt somehow like a httle explosive 
enhty suspended in the atmosphere, sphencal, compact, 
mystenous He had said to himself “I will be free,” or 
rather be hadn’t said anjfthmg at all, but that was what 
he wanted to say and it was in the nature of a bet, he had 
made a bet with himself that his whole life should be cast 
in the semblance of that unique moment He was twenty 
on^ he was reading Spinoza in his room, on a Shrove 
Tuesday, gafly painted carts were passing dow-n the stT«t 
laden with cardboard figure^ he had looked up and again 
made hu bet, mth that philosophic emphasis which Bru 
net and himself had recently assumed, he had said to 
nimself "I shall adueve my salvaboni” Ten tunes, a 
hcndied tones, he had made same bet The words 
changed as hu age increased, to suit his intellectual ath 
tndes, but it was one and the same bet; and Mathieu was 
not, in his own eye. a tall, rather ungainly fellow who 
tau^t philosophy m a public school, nor the brother of 
Jacques Dclanie, the lawyer, nor Maicdle s lo\cr, nor Dan- 
iel's and Brunet's fnend he was just that bet personified 

"What bet? He passed his hands over his eyes, now 
wxaned by the light, lie no longer really knew^ he was 
subject— -more and more often now — to long moments of 
exile. To undeistand his bet, he bad to be feeling cicep- 
honally alcrt- 

“BalJ, please " 

A tennis ball rolled up to his feet, a httle boy ran 
towards him, racket in hand hfethicu picked up the ball 
and threw it He was certainly not particularly alert he 
swelled ra that depressing heat, he could do no more 
tlian submit to the anaent and monotonous sensation of 
the daily round, in «m he repeated the once inspiring 
phrases “I must be free. I mast be self impelled, and 
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able to say * I am beca use I wil l, 1 am m y mvn b ggin 
njng ’ ” Empty,' pornpous words, the common^aces ot the 
intellectual 

He got up An official pit np, an official who was ^vor 
Tied about money and was piing to visit the sister or one 
of his old pupils He thought "Are the stahes all set? Am 
I now just an official and nothing more’ ' He had waitM 
so long, his latter years had been no more than a vim 
Oppressed with countless httle daily cares, he had watted, 
of course he had run after girls all that time, he had tiav 
eled, and naturally he had had to cam his living But 
through all that, his sole care had been to hold himself in 
readiness For an act A free, considered act that should 
pledge his whole life and stand at the beginning of a new 
CMstence He had never been able to engage himse lf com 
pletelv in any love-aff ai r, ot any pleasur^ he 
been rally unha p py; he a lways felt a s though 
somewh greelse, that he was not vet who nvlxiro He 
waited And dunng ail that time, gently, steaTtEily* 
years had come, they had grasped him from behind, 
thirty four of them He ought to have made his decision 
at twenty five lake Brunet Yes, but at that age one 
doesn’t decide with proper mohvation One is liable to be 
fooled, and he didn't want to act in that way He thought 
of going to Russia, of dropping his studies, of learning a 
manual trade But what had restrained him eadi time 
on the bnnfc of such a violent break was that he had no 
reasons for acting thus Without reasons, siicb acts woul d 
have_been mcreimpulsc And so he contmued to svaiTT.. 

Sailboats sped over the Luxembourg pond, lashed from 
time to time by falling water from the fountain He 
slopped to look at the miniature regatta And he thought- 
’ I’m no longer w-aiting She is right I have cleared myself 
out, sterilized myself into a being that can do notbmf 
but wait I am now empty, it is true, but I am w-aibng for 
nothing 

Nmt the fountain a little boat was m distress, and a 
laughing crowd looked on as a small bw tned to rescue it 
with a boat hook ^ 
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CHAPTER IV 


M \"iin:u looVed at h»s watch ‘T’wcnh to c’e\cn she’s 
late ” He did not like her to be late, he w’as ahv3)S 
afraid tliat she might have inadvertentl) died She forgot 
eveiyflimg, she hersdf, she forgot henelf from one 
mrante to the next, she forgot to ea^ she forgot to sleep 
One day she would forget to breathe, and that would be 
the end Two }»ung men bad sloppy beside hun tb^ 
eyed a table with a disdainful air 
"Sit down,” said one in English 
"I will,” said the other They laughed and did so 'They 
had delicate hands, hard faces, and smooth slans “Lousy 
little beasts,” thought Mathieu imtably Students or 
schoolboyr, young males, surrounded by gray females, 
looking like ghttenng, insistent insects ‘ Youth u fantas 
tic,” thought Mathieu, "so vivid on the surface, but no 
Seehng inside it” Ivich was consoous of her youth, and 
50 was Bons, but these were eaceptions Nfartyrs of youth 
" I^nevet knew I was young, nor di d Brunet, not did 
Da niet were only aware ol u a/tervyardi ^ ~ 

He reflected without much pleasure tRit he was going 
to take Ivich to the Gaugum exhibition He liked to show 
her fine pictures, fine films, and fine things gencrallv, 
because he was himself so unattractive; it ^vas a form of 
self-excuse Ivich did not excuse him that morning, as on 
all occasions, she would look at the pictures wath her wild, 
maniacal an; Mathieu would stand beside her, ugly, per- 
^tent,and forgotten And yet he would not have liked to 
be good looking — she was never more alone than when 
«nfionted with something to admire He said to himself 
I don’t know what I want from her” At that very mo- 
ment he caught sight of her; she was walking doivn the 
boulevard beside a tall, shiay haired young man in Spec 
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tacles, she raised her face to hiS and 
liant snule, they were deqp in aramated talk. WhCT s 
saw Mathieu, the light went out of hw fcyes, ^ttw 
from her companion with a brief good by and crossed 
rue des Ecoles with a drowsy air Mathieu got up 
‘ Glad I am to see you, Ivich ” 

‘ Good morning,” said she , „i„rTi 

Her face was largely hidden by her fair 
she had brought nght totwaid to her nose, 
reached down to her e>es In winter the 'Moa 
hail about and exposed her larg^ ” 

low forehead that she called ‘ my Kalmuck ' 

revealing a broad face, pal^ girlish, and 
moon between clouds Today Mathieu could see 
than an artificially narrow and ingenuous . 

that she wore like a triangular mask over the ^ , 

Mathieu’s young neighbors eyed her, they were ow I 
thinking What a pretty gull Mathieu looked at her 
tionatelK he was the only one among all those peopw 
knew tiiat Ivich was plain She sat down, 
gloomy She was not made up, because make-up spo 
the skin , . 

' And what will Madame have? ' asked the 
Ivich smiled at him. she lilc^ being called Madaww 
then she turned to Mathieu with a hesitant air 
‘Have a peppermint, said Mathieu, ‘you know P“ 
like it " 

“Do I? she said with amusement "All nght.'What is 
It’ she asked when the waiter had gone 
"It s green mint ” . , 

"Tliat green, gluey stuff I drank the other day? Oh, 1 
don’t want that, it makes my mouth all sticky I al\«J^ 
take what I m given, but I oughtn’t to listen to you, we 
haven t got the same tastes ’ 

*Tou told me you liked it,” said Mathieu ratlict 
imtahly 

„ *'Yes, but then I Tcmembacd the taste,” She shuddered, 
I'll never touch it again ” 

'^Waiterf* cned Mathieu 

^ 0 . no, never mind hell bring it, and it's nice to 
look at I won’t toudi it, thati all, I m not thinly ’ 



Slie said no more Mathien did not know wliat to say to 
her so feiv things interested Ivich, besides, he didn’t feel 
like talking Marcelle was there; he could not see her, he 
did not utter her name, but she was there Ivich he saw, 
he could call her by her name or touch her on the shoul 
den hut she was out of reach, with her frail figure and her 
fine, firm throat, she looked painted and varnished, like a 
Tahiban woman on a canvas by Gauguin, not meant for 
use, Sarah would be tclqihonjng very soon The page-boy 
\\-ould call out “Monsieur Ddaiue , and Mathieu would 
hear a dark voice at the end of a wire “He won’t take a 
peimy less than ten thousand fencs ’’ Hospital, su^cry, 
the reek of ether, money difficulbes Mathieu made an 
effort and turned towards Ividi, she had closed her eyes 
and was passing a finger lightly over her eyelids ^e 
opened her eyes agam 

“I have the feehng that they keqi open by themselves 
But I shut them now and then when they get tired Are 
they red?” 

‘No" 

“It’s the sun, I alwaw have trouble with my eyes m 
summer On days like this one oughtn t to go out until it 
gets dark, otherwise one gets into a wretched state, the 
sun pursues you everywhere And people’s hands are so 
clammy ” 

Mathieu felt the palm of his own hand under the table* 
it was quite dry No doubt the tall shiny haired young 
man had clammy hands He looked at Ivich without 
potion, he felt both remorseful and relieved because 
he^was less attracted by her 
“Are you annoyed because I made you come out this 
morning?” 

I couldn’t have stayed in my room, anyhow” 

“Why not? ’ asked Mathieu in astonishment 
j^ch looked at him impabently. 

lou don’t know what a women students’ hostel is like 
ihe young ladies are very thoroughly looked after, espe- 
^uy at exammabon time. Bcsidw, the supenntendent 
as taken a fancy to me, she invents all sorts of pretexts 
Or »ming mto my room, and she sbokes my band, I 
loathe bemg touched ’’ 
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Mathieu \\’as scarcely listening to her he knew that sbe 
was not thinking of what she was saying Ivich shook her 
head with an air of imtatton 
"The old patty at the hostel hl^ me because I'm fsir 
But it makes no difference, shell detest me m three 
months shell say I’m dy " 

‘ So you are," said Mathicu 

"I dare say ’’ she said m a drawling voice, which 
somehow seemed to go with her sallow checks 
“And in the end everyone notices how you hide j’our 
cheda and drop your ej’cs as though butter wouldn’t mdt 
in your mouth ” 

‘ Oh well, I suppose you like people to know what sort 
of person you are,” she added with a faint contempt ‘ It’s 
true you aren’t suscepbble to that sort of thing And as 
for looking people in the face,” she went on, "I )ust can’t 
do it My e^ b^n to smart at once ” 

‘Tou used often to annoy me m the early days/' said 
Mathieu ‘ You used to look at me above the forehead, lust 
at the level of the hair, and I’ve alwaj's been so nervous 
of gctbng bald I thought you had noticed a thinning 
patch and couldn’t take your eyes off it " 

“I look at everyone like that ” 

‘ Yes— or sidcwaj-s so " 

He flung a sly, quick ghnce at her She laughed, amused 
and angry 

‘ Stop! I won't be imitated " 

“There ivas nothing very mean about that " 

"No, but it fnghtened me to sec jou put on my expres- 
sions " 

“I can understand that,” said Mathieu, with a smile. 
“You dont look as if )'Ou did However handsome you 
were, the cBect on me would be just the same.” And she 
added m an altered voice ‘ I do wish my eyes didn’t hurt 
me so " 

* Look here,” said Mathieu, “I’ll go to a druj^t's and 
get you an aspmn But Tm waibng for a telephone call 
If anyone asks for me, would you mmd telling the page- 
bov that I n be back m a few mmutes and that the caller 
is to ring again?" 
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"No, don’t go ” she said coldfy "Thanh you very much, 
but nothing would do me any good, it’s the sun 
They fell silent "What a hell of a time I m havingl” 
thought Mathieu with a strange, gnnding thnll of pleas 
UTC Ivich w’as smoothing out her skirt with the palms of 
her hands, hfting her fingers a httle as though she were 
about to stake the keys of a piano Her hands were always 
rather red, because she had a poor circulation, she usually 
held them up and waved them to make them pale They 
scarcely served her to take hold of anything they were 
two small crude idols at the extremities of her arms, they 
fluttered over the surfaces of objects, feeling their shapes, 
instead of picking them up Mathieu looked at Ivich's 
nails, long and tapenng and loudly painted, almost in the 
Chinese manner Indeed, these awkward, fragile adorn 
ments made it plain that Ivich could make no use of her 
ten fingen One day one of her nails had dropped oS by 
Itself, she kept it in a little casket, inspecting it from bme 
to tune With a blend of disgust and satisfaction Mathieu 
had seen it it had retained its vsmtsh, and looked like a 
dead beetle. “I wonder what is oa her mind never have 
I known her so tiresome It must be her examination 
Well, as long as she doesn’t gel bored with me; after all, 
1 m a grown up, so to speak.” 

“I suppose tais isn’t how blindness starts" said Inch 
suddenly with a dispassionate air 

"Certainly not,” said hlathieu suifling “You know what 
the doctor at laon told jxiu youve got a touch of 
conjunctivitis ” 

He spoke gently, he smiled gently^ with Ividi it was 
«cntial to smile and use slow, gentle gestures ‘ Like 
Dajiiel with ho cats " 

“My eyes hurt me so much,” said Inch The merest 
tafle is enough . . " She hesitated T — tlie pam is at 
^back of my eyes Right at the back Wasn’t that the 
Wgnuuig of that nonsense you were telling me about? ’ 
T day? ’asked Mathieu "Look here, 

iwch, last time it was your heart, you were afraid of a 
heart attack. What an odd httle creature you aref You 
almost seem as if you wanted to torment yourself, and 



then another tune j’ou suddenly announce Aat J 
hard as nails, you must make up your mind 
His voice left a sugary taste m his mouth 
Ivich looked darkly at her feet, „ 

“Something must be going to , gut 

“I know,” said Mathieu, >our hne of We h , » 

you told me you idn’t really believe in that sort o - 

‘No, I don t really But it is a fact that I just cant 

picture my future It s a blank.” _ . 

said no more, and Mathieu eyed her m , ^ 
Without a future suddenly he was coma 
bad taste in his mouth and he realoed how deep 
attachment to Ivich It was true that she had no 


Ivich at Sirty, Ivich at forty, didn't make any senst 

-Wh^ Mathieu was alone 


j nothmg ahead of her When Mathieu 
en he was talking to Darnel or Marcdle, -3^-*^ 
stretched out before him. nlain and mono tonQU? _ a 


s romen . a t ew holidays, a U w =1^- -t -jj, 

slope, Mathieu was m^rig s lowly v.slowl y . JOWP -J.j^ 
deedrhe ott enItound'E im sdf wishing 
c ouldb e speeded up And suddenly, when he saw w » 
he ieit as^ough ne were expenenang a catastrtp 
Ividi was a voluptuous and tragic liltle embodiment 
pain which had no morrow she would depart, ^ ® 
die of a heart attack, or her parents would keep her « 
at Laon But Mathieu could not endure to hvc j 
her He made a timid movement wift his hand he longw 
to grasp Ivxdi's arm above the elbow and squeeze it 
loathe bemg touched. ’ MaOuea's hand fell back. He 
quickly 

“TTiaf 8 a very nice blouse you’re weanng, Ivich ^ . 

It was a tactless temaifc Ivich bent her head stiffly 
tapped her blouse with an air of constraint She regardw 
compliments with disgust, they made her feel as though a 
rather blatantly alluring image of herself were bemg 
hack^ out with a hatchet, and she was afraid of being 
vT” u hy It She alone could think with due propnt^ 
about her own appearance. And she did so without the 
^ ot words, with a sort of affectionate certitude, a care« 
MathiTO look^ diffidently at Ivich s slender shoulders the 
strai^t, round neck. She often said ‘ I have a horror of 



people who are not consciom of Iheix bodies” Malhieu 
was conscious of his body, bnt rather as though it were a 
large and embarrassing pared ^ 

“Do you sbll want to go and see the Gauguins? 

“\Vhat Gaugins? Oh yes, the ediibition you were tahe 
mg about Well, we rm^t gp ’* 

“You don’t look as if you wanted to * 

"Yes,Ido” 

"But if you don’t want to, Iwch, you must say so 
“But >ou want to go ” 

"I ve been already, as you know I should hke to show 
it to you if it would amuse you, but if you don't care 
about it, I m no longer intctesled ” 

"Very well, then, I would sooner go another day ” 
"But the eahibition closes tomonow,” said Mathieu in 


a disappointed tone. 

‘ I m sorry for that," said Ividi indifferently, ‘Tmt it will 
come bark" And she added bnsUy "Things like that 
always come don't they?" 

"Ivicb,” said Mathieu, kindly but with some imtation, 
"that’s )ust like you You had belter say you do longer 
want to go. you Imow quite well that it won't come back 
for a long bme " 

‘ Oh wdl," she said amiably, ‘ ! don’t want to go because 
Fm upset about this examination It’s bell to make us 
wait so long for the results ’ 

"Aren t they to come out lomonow?’’ 

“That’s just it" And she added, touching Mathicu’s 
sleeve with the bps of her Sngen "Yon mustn tmmd me 
today, Im not myself Im dependent on other people, 
which IS so d^rading; I keep on seeing a vision of a little 
white paper stuck to a gray wall 1 just can’t hdp it When 
I ^t up this monung, I felt as if it was tomorrow alreadr, 
today isn’t a day at all, it s a day canceled Th^ve robbed 
rae of It, and I haven’t so many left" And she added in a 
low rapid voice * I made a mess of my botany prehm *’ 
I an well understand that," said Mathieu 
He wished he could discover m his own tccollecbons a 
bme of trouble that would enable him to understand what 
U^ch ^ enduring The day before his diploma test pet 
“ps. ISO, that warn t really the same thing He had h^ 
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a plaad sort of ]ife, one that involved no nsl<s At present 
he felt precanous, beset by a menacing world, but that 
sensation was reflected ihrou^ Ivich 
“If I qualify,' said Ivicb, * I shall have a few dnnts be- 
fore going to the oral ” 

Mathieu did not reply 
* Just a feiv,' repeated Ivich 

‘ You said that in February, Wore going tip for the 
intenncdiate, and jou know what happened, you drank 
four glasses of rum and you were completely tight” 
‘However, I shant qualify” 

“No doubt, but if, by chance, you do?” 

“Well, I won t dnnk anything at all ” 

Mathieu did not insist; he was sure that she would turn 
up drunk at the oral ‘ I wouldn t have done sudi a thing 
I was much too careful ‘ He was annoyed with Ividi and 
disgusted with himself The waiter brought a stemmed 
gbss and half filled it with green mint 
‘ I’ll bnng you the ice-bowl right away ” 

"Thank you, said Ividi 

She looked at the ebss, and N^thieu looked at her A 
violent and undefined desire had taken possession of him 
a desire to be for one instant that distracted consuousness 
so pervaded by its own odor, to feel those long slender 
arms from within, to feel, at the hollow of the elbow, the 
skin of the forearm clinging like a hp to the skin of the 
arm, to fed that body and all the ducrcet little kisses it 
so ceaselessly imnnnted on itself To be Ivich and not 
cease to be nimsdf I\ich took the bowl from the waiter's 
hand and dropped a cube of ice into her gbss 
“It s not to dnnk,' she said, "but it^s pictber like that ” 
She screwed up her eyes a little and smSed a girlish 
smile "How pretty it looksl ’ 

Mathieu eyed the gbss with imtatlon, he set himself 
to obscrs’C the thick, ungraceful agitation of the Lquid, 
the turhid whiteness of tfie ice Cube In vain For Ividi 
It was a little viscous delight that made her sticky down 
to her fingertips, for him it was nothing Less tlian noth- 
in a glass full of mint He could think what Ivich fdt; 
bnt he nc\et felt anything for her, objects w-cre oppres- 
ave, immuating presences, eddies that oitcrcd into her 



\ay Bcsh,lfQt MalWea always them from a disunce- 
He Bang a glance at her and sighed: he w-as hchmdhana. 
as usual. Ivich was no longer looking at the glass; 
wore a sad expression and s?fas nervously tugging at on« 
of her culls. 

**1 should like a cigarette.** 

Mathicu toolc a padtcl of GcJdSaltc out of his poctet 
and handed it to her. 

"ni give you a light" 

'Tliank ytni, I praci to hght it myself " 

She Lt the cigarette and took a few whiffs. She held her 
hand close to her mouth and with a sort of crazily iu^^* 
exptesnon amused hersdf hy malung the smoVe 
along her palm. And she said, by way of explanation to 
herself: 

“I wanted the moke to look as though it came out of 
my hand. It would be funny to see a fond smoldcwng '' 
"It Isn’t possible, tlte smote moves too quickly." 

*1 know, It’s tiresome, but I can’t help toying. 1 can fe«l 
W) kRtatJn tiiimg my hand, throogh the mifWAe, 
11 though ft were dmded by a u-all " 

She laughed lightly and fdl silent, still bteolhing oQ her 
food with a sort of peevish peiststcoct. Then she threw 
her curette away and shook her hod, the smell of her 
hah itaAed Mathleu’i nostoiU. A smell of cake and of 
nnSli fiavoied surar, from the cr^ yolks that she used 
to Wash her hair; but Hat pastiied perfume left a fleshy 
Ui*t behind it. 

^ ^Ihieu began to ihrak about Sarah. 

are you UiinKng about, In'di?" he asked, 
m lor 1 moment wish ba mouth open, diacon- 
tcrtnl, then slit rcucied bet raediiativx ait and he< face 
became impenetrable Matlueo found himself tired 
comers o! his eyts began to smart. 
SluoHng aboutr he repealed. 

"You're always asking me 
»4!l; dwells, •nimns that can't be rxprtssed, 
words for then.** ^ 

coming towards ta. 
• a ^iscs. k .lat do jwi wiar jne to wy? I jhouU havx 



to say: he's ht, he's w^jng his fordicad with a 
chief, he’s wearing a niade-up tie— >t's funny j’o 
force me to tell you all this," she said.^w sudden disgu« 
and indignation, "it isn’t worth saying. „ 

“Ves It is-for me. If I could be granted a rmb, ri would 
be that you should be eempdled to think a'ouo. 

Jvicli smiJed involuntarily. ^ » 

"That’s morbid," she said. "Words aren’t meant for 

"It’s fantastic, you’ve got a savage's resp^ fpt « > 

yxiu apparently believe &it they were made „ 
announcing deaths and maitizga and saying 
sides, you don’t look at pet5>le, Iwch, I've been wat^ g 
you. You looked at yout hand and then you looxea 
your foot. Anyway, I know what you're thinking. 

"Then why ask? You don’t need to b^very clever 
guess* I was thinking of the eiaminaboD." 

"You’re afraid of being fluiOicd, is that it?" 

"Of course I'm afraid of bang flunked. Or rather— uo, 
I’m not afraid I know I flunl«i.'' . . 

Mathieu again sensed the savor of catastrophe m ^ 
mouth: "If she b flunked, I shan’t see her again, 
would certainly be flunked: diat was plain enough. 

‘T won’t go back to laon," said Ivich desperately. “J 
go back to Laon after havmg been flunked, HI never grt 
away again, Hi^ told Die jt was my last chance." 

She fell to tugging at her hair again. 

"If I bad the courage—” she faltered. 

“What would you do?” asked Mathieu amoously. 

"Anything and everything rather than go back to that 
place. I won't spend my life there, I just won’tl” 

“But you told me your father might sell the sawmill in a 
year or two from now and the whole family come and 
settle in Pans ” 

"Oh my God! That’s what you’re all like.” said Ivicli, 
turning towards him, her eyes glittering with rage “I 
should like to see you there. Two years «i that hole, two 
years of black endurance C^n’t you get it into your head 
that tliose two years would be stolen from me? I've only 
got one life," she said passionately, “From the way joii 
talk, you sound as tbou^ yon believed yourself immortal 
According to >ou, a year lost can be replaced ” The tears 
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came into her eyes "That’s not tree, it’s my youth that will 
he oozing out ther^ drop by drop I want to live imme 
diately, I haven’t b^n, and I haven't tune to wait, I’m 
old already. I’m twenty-one" 

"lyicb — pleasel” said Malhieu "You frighten me Do 
try for once at least to tell me clearly how you got on in 
the practical test Sometimes you look quite pleased and 
sometimes you’re in despair" 

‘ I messed it all up,” said Ivich gloomily. 

“I thought you did all nght in physics ” 

'T don’t thinkl” said Ivich sardonically "And then my 
chemistry was hopeless, I can’t keep the formula m my 
head, the/re so dismal " 

"But why did you go in for it? ’ 

“What?* 

"ThePC£?” , 

"I had to get away from Laon," she said wildly 
Mathieu made a helpless gesture, and th<y fell silent 
A woman emerged from the caK and waBted slowly past 
them, she was handsome, with a very small nose in a sleeic 
face, and she seemed to be lootang for somebody I«ch 
must Erst have smelled her scent She raised her browing 
face, saw the woman, and her whole expression was nans 
formW , , 

"What 3 magnificent creaturd" she said m a low, deep 
voice Mathieu hated that voice. 

The woman stood mohonless, blinking in the sunshiny 
she might have been about Unity £v^ her loiig rould 
be seen in outline through her thin silk frock but Mathire 
had no desire to look at Uicm, he was looking at Ivich 
Ivich had become almost ugly, she was squccang her 
hands hard against each other She had said to Matmeu 
one day "Little noses always make me want to bite 
them ” Mathieu leaned forward unUl he could see her m 
three-quarter profile; she looked somnolent and cruel, 
just, he thought, as thou^ ^e would like to bite. 

‘ Ivich,” said Mathieu gently 

She did not answer; Mathieu knew that she could 
not answer he no longer existed for her, she was quite 
alone 
‘ IvichJ” 
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It was at such moments that he was most attracted h? 
her, wlien her charming, almost dainty little person was 
possessed by a gripping forces an ardent, uneasy, gracele^ 
love of human b^u^. "I,” he thought, “am no beauty, 
and he felt alone in his turn. 

The woman departed. Ivich followed her with her cye^ 
and muttered passionately: ‘There are moments when i 
wish I were a man.” Sie laughed a short dry laugh, ana 
Mathieu eyed her r^retfully- ^ , , 

^‘Monsieur Delaiue is wanted on the telephony” cried 
the pagfrhoy. 

“Herel” said Mathieu. 

He got up. "Excuse me, it's Sarah Gamez.” 

Ivich sirmed coldly. He entered the caf6 and went 
downstairs. 

“Monsieur Delarue? Fust booth.” 

Mathieu pideed up the receiver; the door would not 
shut. 

Hello, is that Sarah?” , 

“’Morning again," said Sarah’s nasal voice. ‘WeD, it* 
fixed up.” 

T’m thaoWul to hear it” ^ 

“Only you must huny: he’s leaving for the United 
State on Sunday. He would like to do it the day after 
tomorrow at latet so as to have time to treat the case 


dunng the first few days,” 

"Right. . . . Well then, IH tell Marcelle this very day, 
only it catche me a bit short, I shall have to find the 
money. How mudi doe he want?” 

T'm terribly sorry,” said Sarah's voice, "but he wants 
four thousand frane, cash down. I did tell him that you 
were rathe hard up at the moment, but he woulan’t 
budge He’s a dirty Jew,” she added with a laugh. 

Sarah was always brimming with superfluous compas- 
sion, but when she had undertoken to do anyone a service, 
^e became as abrupt and bustling as a Sister of Chanty. 
Mathieu was holding the receiver a little away from his 
ear. "Four thousand franca,” he thought, and be heard 
Sarah’s lau^ crackle on die httlc black disk, with a posi- 
tively nightmarish effect. 

"In two days from now? Ri^t, I— 1 11 fix it. Tliank you. 
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Saiah, you’ie a treasure. \V21 you be at home this evening 
before dinner?” 

“AH day.” 

“Good. I’ll be along. There are one or two things to 
arrange.” 

‘TiH this evening” 

Mathieu emerged from the booA. 

“I'w’ant to telephone, mademoiselle. Oh, no, it doesn’t 
matter, after all.” 

He threw a franc into a saucer and waited slowly up- 
stairs. It wasn’t worth while ringing up Mareelle before he 
had settled the money question “I’ll go and see Daniel at 
midday." He sat down again beside Ivich and looked at 
her without affection. 

“My headache is gone,” she said politely. 

*Tm glad to hear it,” said Mathieu. 

His heart fdt sooty. 

Ivich threw a sidelong glance at him through her long 
eyelashes. There was a blurred, coquettish smile upon her * 
face. 

“We might— we might go and see the Gauguins after 

an.” 

“If you lie,” said Mathieu equably. 

They got up and Mathieu noticed that Ivich’s glass was 
empty. 

*Taril” he cried. 

“Not that one, it’s open, we shall have the wnd in our 
faces." 

"No,” said Mathieu to the chauffeur, “drive on, it 
wasn’t for you." 

“Stop that one,” said Ivich; “it’s as neat as a tavding 
tabernacle for the Holy Sacrament, and besides it s 
closed.” 

The taxi stopped, and Ividi got into it. *'^Vh^e I m 
there,” thought Mathieu, “111 ask Danid for an extra 
thousand francs— that will sec me to the wid of Uie 
month." 

“Galcrie des Beaux-Arts, faubourg Saint Honor£.” 

He sal in sQence beside Ividi. They were both ill at 
ease. 
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^tatlucu noticed neat his feet lluee half smoled goU 
tipped cigircltcs 

"Thcits been someone all ^Tonght up in this cab 
"How do jtiu knov.? ’ . 

' ft was a woman/ said Fxich, "I can see the tnam ot 
Lpstick." 

nicy smQed and fell silent 

Mathicu said “I once found a hundred francs lo a 
tail *' 

‘Tou must have been pleased " 

' Oil, f gave them to the thaufFcur " 

"Did jTJU?” said Inch * I should have kept them Why 
did you do that?” 

‘ I don't know," said hfatlifeu 
TJie tan crossed the Place Saint Michel 
Malhtcu was on tlic point of saying ‘ hook how green 
the Seme is," but he said nothing Xvich suddenly re- 
marked 

"Bom suggested we might all three go to the Sumatra 
this evening; I should nthet Uke to ' 

She turned her head and was looking at Malhieu's hair, 
tilting her mouth towards him with a touch of affectionate 
coquetry Iwch was not pteetsely a 6irt, but from time to 
time she assumed an affectionate air for the pleasure or 
sensing the heavy, fruitlike sleekness of her hice Mathieu 
thought It an untating and rather silly pose 
' I shall be glad to see Bons and to Iw with you, he said, 
"but what bothen me a littl^ as you know, is Lola, she 
can t stand me" 

"What does that matter?” 

A silence followed It was as though they had both 
simultaneously reahred that they were a man and a 
woman, enclosed together in a taxi. **It oughtn t to be so,” 
he said to hunself with annoyance Ivich continued 
' I don t myself think that Lola 13 worth troubling about 
Slies good looking and she sings well, thats all 
"I think she’s nice 

"Naturally That s your attitude, you always must be 
perfect The moment pei^le dulike you you do your best 
to discover virtues m them 1 don t think she s nice,’ she 
added 
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"She IS dianmng to you ** , , 

"She can’t tdiave otherwise; but I don’t like her, shes 
always achng a part.” 

“Acting a part? ’ asked Matbieu, raising his ^ebrows, 
"that’s the last thing I should have accused her or doing 
"It’s odd you shouldn’t have noticed it she heaves sighs 
as large as herself to make people believe she’s in despair, 

and dien orders herself a nice little dinner” 

And she added with sly mahce “I should have mought 
fliat when people were m despair thq^ wouldn’t mind 
dying I’m always surprised when I see her adding up 
every penny she spends, and saving money ” 

“That doesn’t prevent her being desperate Irs jmt 
what people do when they’re getting old when theyre 
sick of themselves and their life, they think of money and 
take care of themselves " 

"Well, one ou^tn’t ever to get old " said Ivich dryly 
He looked at her with sumnse and humedly added 
“You’re nght, it isn’t mce to be old 
"Oh, but you aren't any age,” said Inch I have the 
feeling that you have always been as you are now, ^u vt 
got a kind of mineral youUifulness I sometimw try to 
imagine what you were Uke as a boy, but I can t 
‘ fhad curly hair,” said Madueu 
“Well, I picture you just as you are today, except tor 
being a httle smaller" , .v v 

This time Ivich probably did not know 
lookmg affeebonate Mathieu wanted t? 
was an odd imtabon m his throat, and he sudden y 
all self-control Away behind him were Mawfie, Sarah, 
and the intenmnable hospital comdors m which he had 
been wandenng since momio^ he was no longer zny 
where at all, he felt free The dense, wann ma« of a sum 
mer day came dose to bun, and be longed to plunge J^d 
long mto It For one more second be 
the void, with an agonizing sense of ^eedom, and thm, 
abrapUy, he reached out his arm, took Ivich by the dioul 
ders, and dasped her to him Ivich yielded sUffly^all of a 
piece, as though she were losing her balance. She said 
nothing; her face was ntterly impassive. « 

The razi had entered the rue de Rivoli, the arcades of 
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the Louvie lumbered past Ae windows, libe great do\es 
in flight It W’as hot — Mathieu felt a warm bodj against 
his sid^ through the front wmdoiv he could see trees ana 
a tncolor flag pendent from a mast He remembered the 
action of a man he had seen once in the rue Mouffet^ 
A decently dressed guy with an absolutely gray face The 
guy had gone up to a provision-shop, he had gazed for a 
long time at a slice of cold meat on a plate in the op« 
window, then he had reached out a hand and taken the 
piece of meat he did so with apparent ease, he too must 
have felt free The shopkeeper had ydled, a policeman 
had appeared and removed the gwy» who seemed sur 
prised Ivich was still silent 
‘ She’s cnbazing me, * thought Mathieu imtably 
He leaned towards her and to punish her, he laid his 
lips lightly against a cold closed mouth, he was feelmg 
defiant, Ivich was silent Lifting his head, he saw her c)^ 
and his passionate )oy vanished He thought “A married 
man messing about with a young girl in a taxi, and 
arm dropped, dead and flaccid, Ivich’s body straightened 
with a mechanicnl letk, like a pendulum swinging back 
to equdibnum ’ Now I ve done it, ’ said Mathieu to him 
self, 'she 11 never forgive me He sat huddled m his seat, 
washing he might dismtwate. A poheeman raised his 
baton, the taxi stopped Mathieu looked straight in front 
of him, but he could not sec the bees, he was looking at 
his love 


It was love This time it was love And Mathieu thought 
“What have I done? Fne minutes ago this love didn’t 
cast, there was between them a rare and precious feehng, 
without a name and not expressible in gestures And he 
had, m fact, made a gesture, the only one that ought not 
to have been made — it had come spontaneously A ges- 
ture, and this love had appeared before Mathieu, like 
some insistent and already commonplace entity Ivich 
would from now on think that he loved her, she would 
think him like the rest, from now on, Mathieu would love 
Inch like the other women he had loved "What is she 
thinlong? ’ She sat by his sid^ stiff and silent, and there 
was this gesture between ibem— ‘ I hate being touched — 
tins cluimy affectionate gesture^ aJrady marked with the 
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impalpable insistence of things ^rast She was funous, she 
despised him, she thought him l«ie the rest That wasn't 
what I wanted of her," he thought with despair But even 
by this time he could no lon^r recall what he had wanted 
before Love was there, compact and comfortable, with 
its simple desires and all its commonplace behavior, and it 
was Mathieu who had brought it into being, in absolute 
freedom ‘ It isn’t true,” he Reeled vdiemently "I don t 
desire her, I never have desired her " But he already knew 
that he was going to desire her It always finishes like 
that, he would look at her le^ and her breasts, and then, 
one fine day . In a flash he saw Marcelle outstretched 
on the bed, naked, with her e>es closed he hated 
Marcelle. 

The tan had stopped, Ividi opened the door and stepped 
out into the street Maiteu did not follow her at once he 
was absorbed in wide-ejed contemplation of this love of 
his, so new and yet already old, a mamed man’s love, sly, 
and shameful, humiliating for her, and, himself humiliate 
in advance, he already accqited it as a fatality He got 
out at last, paid the hie, and rejoined Ivich, who ws 
waibng in the entrance. "If only she could forget " He 
threw a furtive glance at her and caught a hard look on 
her face ‘ At the best, Uicre is something between us that 
IS over,” he thought But he had no wish to stop lovmg her 
They went into the exhibihon without exchanging a word 


CHAPTER V 


T he archangell ’ Marcelle yawned, sat up, shook her 
head, and this was her finl thought ‘The archangel 
IS coming this evening" She liked his mysterious visits, 
but tliat day she thought of them without much pleasure. 
There was a fixed horror in the air about her, a midday 
horror The room was fiHed with stale heat, which had 
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spent its force outside and left its radiance in the folds of 
the curtain and was stagnating ther^ inert and onunois 
like a human destiny "If he knew, he is so austere that 
he would hate me *' She had sat dowo on the edge or^ 
bed, )ust like yesterday, when Mathieu was sitting naleo 
at her side; she ejed her toes with distaste and the pr^ 
vious evenmg lingered, impalpable. With its dead pin* 
light, like the faded fragrance of a scent "I couldn t — 1 
just couldn’t tell him ” He would have said “Rightl 
well, fix It,” with a bnsk and cheerful air, as though m me 
act of swallowing a dose of medione. She knew fliat sne 
could not have endured that face; it had stuck m ^ 
throat She thought "Middayl ' The ceiling was gray like 
the sky at dawn, but the heat was of midday Ala^jJe 
went to bed late and was no longer acquaints with me 
morning hours, she sometimes had the feeling tirat art 
life had come to a stop one day at noon and she hersclr 
was an embodied, eternal noontide brooding upon her 
httle world, a dank and rainy world, without hope or pw 
oose Outside broad daylight and bnght-coJotra f^J* 
Mathieu was on the move outside, m the gay and dusty 
whirl of a day that had begun without her and 
had a past ‘ He’s thinlung about me, he’s doing all ^ 
can,” she thought without affection She was annoyw 
because she could unapne that robust, sunlit pity, the 
bustling, clumsy pity of a healthy man She felt languid 
and clammy, stdl quite disheveled from sleep the familiat 
steel helmet gnpp^ her bead, there was a taste of blot 
ting paper in her mouth, a lukewarm ^hng down her 
sides, and beneath her arms, tipping the bla^ hairs, beads 
of sweat She felt sick, but restrained herself her day had 
not yet b^n, it was lber«v propped precanously a^inst 
Marcelle, the least movement would bnng it crashing 
down like an avalanche She laughed sardonically and 
muttered "Freedoml’ 

A human being who wakened in the morning with a 
/11.MSV stomach, with fifteen hours to kill before next bed 

dom Freedom didnt help 
feathers dipped m aloes 
md then a sense of utter 
tongue and drew her bps 
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had not much me for fr^ 

a pSson to I»ve Defato MUe 

iilrf the I’* •’’“I'’ ‘ 

rnttiKluslpthttcd upon her 



baclc "I’m luckj, apparently some women are side all day 
at the second month, I hnog up a little in the morning 
and feel rather bred m the afternoon, but I keep going 
Mother knew women who couldn’t stand the smell of 
tobacco, and that would be the last straw” She got up 
abmptly and ran to the hasin, she vomited a foamy, turbid 
hquid, which looked rather lite the slightly beaten white 
of an egg Marcelle clutched the porcelain nm and gazed 
at the frothing water In the end it began to look hke 
semen Slie smiled wryly and murmured “A memento of 
love ” Then a %'ast metallic silence took possession of her 
head, and her day began She was no longer thinking of 
anything She ran her hand through her hair and waited 
“I’m always sick twice in the morning ” And then, quite 
suddenly, she had a vision of Mathieu’s face, his frank, 
determined look, when he had said "Well, I suppose one 
gets nd of it, eh?” and a flash of hate shot through her 

It came She first thought of butler and was revolted, 
she seemed to he chewing a bit of yellow, rannd butter, 
then she felt something like an insistent laugh at the back 
of her throat and leaned over the basin A long filament 
hung from her lips, she had to cough it away It did not 
disgust her, though she had been very ready to be dis- 
gusted With herself last winter, when she was suffenng 
from dianhea, she would not let Mathieu touch her, she 
was-sure she smelt unpleasantly She watched the dabs of 
mucus slidmg slowly towards the dram hole, leaving 
glossy, viscous hacks behmd fliem, like slugs And she 
muttered "It’s fantashcl" She was not revolted, this was 
life, like the slimy efflorescences of spnng, it was no more 
repulsive than the little dab of russet, odorous gum that 
bpped the buds "It isn't that that’s repulsive ” She turned 
on a tap to sluice the basin, and slowly look off her slip 
“If I were an animal, I should be left alone” She could 
sink mto tliat living languor, as into the embrace of a 
glonous, enveloping fabgue She was not a fool "One gets 
nd of it, ell?’ Since yesterday evening she felt like a 
hunted quarry 

'The mirror reflected her image enarcled by leaden 
gleams She walked up to it She looked at neither her 
shoulders nor her breasts she disliked her body She 
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looVrf at lier belly, her spaaous fecund pelvis Sc\cn 
)-cars ago~Mathicu had spent the night with her, for 
the tint tiin&-*she had looked tn the miiTOr one morning 
with the same hesitant astonishment, and she had then 
thought “So it’s true that someone loves roe,” and she 
contemplated her polished, silken slan, almost like a fabne, 
and her body {ust a surface made to rrfect the stcnle play 
of hght and to npple beneath arcsses like water beneath 
the wind Today thu flesh was no longer the same flesh 
she looked at her belly, and the plaad abundance of those 
nch pastures rcwved her ptlish impressions at tlie sight 
of women suckhng their ^bies in the Luxembouig and 
^•ond her fear and disgust, a bnd of hope And she 

S ht “It’s tliere." !n that belly a little strawbeny of 
was making haste to live, with a sort of guileless 
urgency, a beolted little strawberry, not even jet an ani 
tTul,^n to be scraped out of enstence by a Itoife "There 
«e ctlicrs. at this icrj hour, who ate loohng at tlioi 
Wlia and also thinking it $ there.’ But they, on the other 
hand, are glad Slie shrugged her shoulders, yes, that 
jhsh burgeoning body was indeed created for mater 
, out men had decided otherwise She would go to the 
unagine it was a tumor * In 
n ’ ** nioment it » puf o tmnor” And then the 
1.11 n menboned, it wnold be no. 

f" yienory. such as phys a part in c\W 

^y t hfe Slie would return to her pink room, she would 
rather uncomfortable inside. 

I a and would 

»ome time st.ll. «iih aflectionale forbearance, 
f JL *"«thcr. and when he made 
nl redouble hts precautions, and Damd 

Darnel thcardungd, would also come from lime to time. 

d,? Slie caught siglit of ha 
qrs in the gb*s and turned abruptly awy she did not 
want to hate hCatJif-u And she tliought* “I must begin 
crej'ing all the same " ^ 

Ua ct^tage failed Jier She sat down again on thet>ed. 
bid 1 er ^rd lightly tn hn bcl’y, just ahme the bbek 
lam. a-uJ pressed It vcr> gent!), rcflcebni: almoit with 
aficclKm “It s tli'ie." But tier latitd wxnilda t let uii She 
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said to henelf with emphasis “I won’t hate him He is 
within his nghts, we alwaj's said that in case of acadent 
. . He couldn’t know, it’s my fault, I never told him any 
thmg” For an instant she was able to believe that her 
tense mood would relai^ die dreaded having to despise 
him But tlien she qm^cxed as she thought ‘ How could 
I have told him? He never asks me anything ’ They had 
indeed agreed, once for all, that they would tell eadi 
other evcrjthing, but that worked out mainly in his favor 
He was very fond of talbng about himself, of dilating on 
his httle struggles with his conscience his moral scruples 
As for Marcclle he confided in her .hut in lethargy of 
mmd He never womed about her, he said to himself 
“If there was anything the matter with her, she w ould tell 
me” But she could not speak it wouldn’t come out ‘And 
yet he ought to know that I can t talk about myself, that 
I don’t like myself enough for that ’ Except with Darnel, 
Daniel knew how to interest her m herself he had such 
a charming way of questioning her, as he gazed at her 
With his fine, caressing eyes, and besides they had a mutual 
secret Daniel was so mystenous, he saw her secretly and 
Matbieu was quite unaware of their intimacy; th^ did 
nothing wrong, it was a sort of httle comedy, but that 
comphcity establuhed a light and charming bond betwem 
them, and besides, Marcclle was not sorry to have a httle 
pCKonal hfe, something that was really hers and she vras 
not obliged to share He had only to l«have like Daniel, 
she thou^t “\Vhy is there no one but Daniel who know 
how to make me talk? If he had helped me a httle 
All yesteriiy the words had stuck in her throat, she would 
have liked to say "What about having it? If he had h«i 
taled, if only for a second, she would have said it But he 
had come, he had assumed bis frank expression — Cme 
gets nd of it, eh? ’ And the words wouldn t come out He 
was womed when he went away he didn t want that old 
woman to do me in Oh yes, he 11 inquire for addreses, U 
will occupy his time now term is finished, and that s much 
better than trading about with Ivich Besides, he really 
feels as angry as if he had broken a vase But his con 
science is, m fact, completely at ease No doubt he has 
made up his mind to treat me with the utmost affection 



She laughed curtly “Wdl, well Only he’d better hurry 
tip I shall soon have passed the age for love” 

She clutched the sheets, she was afraid "If I start de- 
testing him, what would be left to me?” Did she even 
hnow if she wanted a child? She could see, in the distance, 
m the minor, a dark limp mass her body— -the body of a 
^nen odalisque Would he even have lived? “For I am 
tainted ” She would go to this old woman, under covet of 
night And the old woman would stroke her hair, as she 
had stroked Andr&’s, and call her deane, with an air of 
vDe complicity “When a woman isn't mamed, pregnancy 
IS as filUiy as gononhea I must try to moke myself be- 
heve I’ve cau^t a venereal disease ” 

But she could not refrain from passing a hand over her 
belly, thinbng ‘ It is there” Something hving and un- 
lud^, like herself An absurd, superfluous life, just like 
her own Then she thought vehemently “He would 
have been mme Imbecile, or deformed, still mine" But 
that secret desire, that dark oath, were so remote, so ut* 
tcrlv beyond avowal, and must be kept so carefully con- 
cealed from so many people^ that she suddenly felt guilty 
and filled with self-contempt 


CHAPTER Vi 


W HAT first met their eyes was the escutcheon above 
the door, bcanng the letters ‘ R F ” and the tncolor 
flags, which set the atmosphere at once Then die visitor 
entered vast empty halls, flooded by an academic light 
from frosted windows m the roof, a gilded light that 
soaked into the eyes, mdtol. and turned gray White 
walls, beige velvet curtains, a^ Mathieu thought "The 
French spint ” A visitation of die French spint »t was m- 
dred all pervading — on Ividi’s hair, on Mathieu’s hands, 
" m the muted sunshine and the official silence of these 
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halls Mathieu felt ovcrwhdmcd by a cloud of civic re 
sponsibilihes Visitors must talk in an undertone, not touch 
the exhibits, exercise ther cnbcal instinct with modera 
bon, but also with deasion, and not on any account forget 
the most F rench of all tlie virtues — Relevance. There were 
patches, of coune, on the walls m the shape of pictures, 
but Mathieu no longer felt any wish to look at them How 
ei er, he took Ivich round and silently pointed out to her a 
Breton landscape with a calvary, a Ciua&xion, a flower 
piece, two Tahiban women kne^ng on a beach, a dance 
of Maon horsemen Inch said nothing and Mathieu won 
dered what was in her mind He made spasmodic efforts 
to look at the pictures but they conveyed nothing to him 
‘Thctures,** he thought with annoyance. ^Tiave no nosifave 

force, they are no more than suggesbons, indeed, their 

^tenre depends on me. 1 am as 1 co nfront them ” 
I'm tre^ he felt burdened by an addibonal responsibility, 
and somehow in fault 

‘That,” he said, ‘ u Gauguin ” 

It was a small square canvas labeled ‘ Portrait of the 
Artist, by himself ” Gauguin, pallid and sleek haired, with 
an enormous ]Owl combining an ait of suave mtelbgeoce 
with the sullen conceit of a child Ivich did not answer, 
and Mathieu flung her a further glance he could only see 
her hair, tarnished by the false splendor of the day The 
iveek before, when he had seen the portrait for the fint 
bme, Mathieu had thought it good At present he felt 
desiccated Besides, he didn’t see the picture Mathieu was 
oversaturated by reality and truth, permeated by the 
spint of the Third Republic; he saw all that was real, he 
saw — ^he saw everything that that classic light could 
clarify, the walls, the canvases in their frames, the scum 
bled colors on the canvases But not the pictures, the pic- 
tures had b^me extinct, and it appeared monstrous, in 
the depths of this little donum of relevance, that people 
could have been found to pamt, to depict non-existent 
objects upon canvases 

A lady and a gentleman came in The gentleman was 
tall and pink, with eyes like shoe-buttons, and soft white 
hair; the lady was of the gazdle-like type, and about forty 
No sooner had they entered than they looked at home 
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no doubt a habit of theirs; indeed, there was an undeniable 
connection between their aii of youthfulness and the qual 
ity of the light, the hght of nahonal exhibitions was clearly 
best fitted to preserve them Mathieu pointed out to Ivich 
a large daih patch of muddy color on the side of the end 
wall 

‘ That s him again ” 

Gaugmn, nat^ to the waist under a stanng shy, glanng 
at them with the hard, false eyes of the halluanatrf mmd- 
Sohtude and pnde had eaten up his face, his body was 
transformed into a lush, lunp, tropical fruit with pockets 
full of water He had lost his Dignity — that Human Dig 
mty which Mathieu still preserved without knowing how 
to use it — but he had kept his pnde Behind him loomed 
dark presences, a whole &bbath of gum figures The first 
time he had seen that foul and dreadful flesh, Mathieu had 
felt moved but he was alone. Today there was a rancorous 
htllc body at his side, and Mathieu felt uneasily intrusive 
a heap of refuse against a wall 

The lady and the gentleman approached, they took 
thoi stand opposite the picture Ividi had to step aside, 
u mey blocked her view The gentleman tilted ms head 
ba« and eyed the picture with cntnal mtentness Obvi 
ously a personage he was wearing the rosette of the 
Legion of Honor ” 

"Dear, dear, dear," he observed, wagging his head "I 
don t like that at all He positively seems to have con- 
caved himself as Chnst And that Hack angel— there, be- 
hmd him — can t be senously meant ' 

The lady began to laogh 

“Bless me, it s tme,' said she; m a flower like voice, “i^s 
such a terribly hteiary angel 

' I don't care for Gaugum when he tries to think,” said 
the gentleman portentously ‘The Gaugum is the 
decoTotoT ’ 

He looked at Gaugum with his doll s eyes, a neat shm 
figure m an elegant gray flannel suit, confronbng that 
great naked body Mathieu heard an odd gurgle and 
turned round Ivich bad been seized with a paroxysm of 
laughter and threw him a despairing look as she bit her 
bps. ‘ She isn t angry with me any more,” thought Mathieu 
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with a flash of joy He took her by the arm and led her, 
still convulsed, to a leather annch^r m the center of the 
room Ivich sank laughing on to the clmr, her hair lad 
tumbled all over her face 

‘It’s terrific,” she said aloud 'Did you hear him say, 
‘I don’t like Gauguin when he tnes to think ? And the 
female— just the sort of female for a man like that” 

The lady and the gendemen were standing very erect; 
they exchanged looks m apparent consultation on the 
proper hue to take 

“There are more pictures m the side room,” said 
Mathieu hmidly 
Ivich stopped laughing 

"No,” she said gloomily, it s not the same now there 
are people ” 

"Would you 13ce to go away? ’ 

“Yes, I think so all these pictures have brought my 
headache back. I should I3a! to take a little walk ’ 

She got up Mathieu followed her, throwing a regretful 

S ' ince at the large picture on the left hand wall He would 
ve liked to show it to her Two women were walking 
barefooted over pink grass One of them was hooded like a 
sorceress, the other with an arm oubtretched in prophebc 
nnpassmty They were not quite alive They looked as if 
they had been caught in the process of transforming them 
selves into objects 

Outside, the street was aflame, Mathieu had a sense of 
walking trough an oven 
‘ Inch,” he said involuntarily 
Inch gnmaced, and raised her hands to her eyes 
“I feed as if they were being pneked with pins Oh,” 
she said vehemently, “how I hate the summer! ’ 

They walked a few steps Inch sw-ayed slightly, her 
hands still held against her eyes 
' Look out,” said Mathieu “You’re on the edge of the 
sidewalk ' 

Inch dropped her hand abruptly, and Mathieu saw her 
p3le, staring eyes They crossed the street in silence. 

“They oughtn’t to be public;” said Inch suddenly 
"You mean — exhibibons? asked Mathieu in astonish 
ment 
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‘‘I£ they weren’t public”— he tned to resume the tone 
of gay familianty in whidi they usually conversed — I 
wonder how we should get there ” 

"Wdl, we wouldn't go,” said Ivich curtly 
They were silent, and Mathieu thought “She’s sbll 
angry with me ” And then suddenly a ghastly certain^ 
Hashed through lus mind “She wants to clear out Thats 
all she’s thu^ng of She’s simply hying to find a poh^c 
way for saying good by, and when she’s found one, shell 
leave me standing I wish she wouldn't go,” he thou^t 
despondently 

‘ You haven’t got anything particular to do?" he asked 
“When?* 

“Now ” 

“No, nothing ” 

"As you wanted to go for a walk, 1 thought— would it 
bore you to go with me as far as Daniel s place, in the rue 
Montmartre? We can say good by outside his door,^and 
you must let me stand you a tan back to the hostel ” 

“If you like, but I'm not going back to the hostel, I ® 
going to see Eons ” 

So she didn t mean to leave him That did not prove 
he was forgiven Ivich had a honor of leaving places and 
people, even if she hated them, bang afraid of what might 
come nert She acquiesced with sulky indolence m the 
most disagreeable situations, and ended by finding a sort 
of solace m them Matocu was glad all the same as long 
as she stayed with him, he could stop her thinking Ir 
he talked incessantly, if he asserted himself, he could for 
a little while delay the angry and contemptuous thought 
that would soon possess her mind He must talk, and 
talk at once, about no matter what But Mathieu could 
find nothing to say In the end he asked sheepishly 
you did enjoy those pictures, didn’t you?” 

Iwch shrugged her shoulders ‘ Of course I did " 
Mathieu wanted to wipe his forehead, but didn't dare 
to do so In one hour she will be free, sbe will judge me 
without appeal, and I shall no longer be able to defend 
mj'self 1 can’t let her go like this,’ he deaded ‘ I roust 
explain " 



He turned tov,ards her, hot when he saw her rather 
haggard eyes, the words would not come 
‘ Do you think he was mad?” asked Iwdi suddenly 
* Gauguin? I don’t know Is it because of the portrait 
that you ask?” 

“I^s because of his eyes And then there are those black 
figures bdiind him — they somehow suggest whispers ” 
She added with a sort of regret '“He was good looking ” 
"Well,” said Mathieu with suipns^ "that s an idea that 
would not have entered my head ” 

Ividi had a way of tall^g about the illustTious dead 
that scandalized him slightly She did not establish any 
relation between the great painters and thar pictures 
Pictures were thmgs, beautiful objects to be appreciated 
and possessed, they seemed to her to have always existed, 
painters were men like other men She felt no gratitude to 
them for their works and did not respect them She asked 
if they had been pleasant, kindly, and whether they had 
had mistresses One day hfathicu had asked her if she liked 
ToulousfrLautrec s paintings, and she bad answered 
’ Good heavens, no-^e was horribly uglyl” And Mathieu 
had felt quite aggneved 

“Yes, he was good looking,” Ivicb said with conviction 
Mathieu shrugged his shoulders The insignificant stu 
denh of the Soibonne, youths as tnvial and fresh as girls 
—Inch could devour them with her eyes as she pleased 
And even Mathieu had found her cbanning one day when, 
after watching a girl from an orphanage school accom 
panied by two nuns, she had with rather uneasy gravity 
said “I believe I ra becoming homosexual ” Women, too, 
she might admire But not Gauguin Not that man of mid 
die years who had made for her pictures that she liked 
"The trouble is,” said h^ * that to me he s not likable ” 
Inch made a contemptuous gnmace and said nothing 
"^Vhat IS it. Inch? ' said Mathieu quickly ‘ You aren t 
cross with me for saying that he wasn’t likable?” 

‘No, but I wonder why you said it ” 

‘ Just like that Because its my impression that haughty 
air of his gives him the look of a boiled fish ” 

Inch began to tug at a curl, she had assumed an expres- 
sion of blank obsbnacy 
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"He has an air of dishnchon,” she said in a nonchalant 
tone 

“Yes . . said Mathieu m the same tone. Tie looks 
anogant enough, if that’s what you mean." 

"Quite," said Ivich witti a httle laugh 
“Why do you say ‘quite’?" 

"Because I was sure you would call it arrogance ” 

"1 don’t mean to say anything against him," said Matlneu 
mildly "I like people to think well of themselves " 

For a while they were silent Then Inch said abruptly, 
a set and foolish look 

"The French don’t like anything aristocratic ” 

Ivich was rather fond of talking about the French tern 
perament when she was angiy, and always looked rather 
silly when she did so But she added in an ingenuous tone 
‘ I can understand it, though From the outside it must 
look so exaggerated ” 

Mathieu md not answer Ivich’s father tame of an ans- 
tocrabc family But for the 1917 revolution, Ivich would 
have been educated in Moscow, at the academy for the 
daughters of the nobility She would have been presented 
at court, she would have mamed a tall and handsome 
guards officer, with a narrow forehead and dead eyes 
Monsieur Sergume at present owned a sawmill at Laon. 
Ivich was m Pans, and going a^ut Pans with Mathieu, a 
French bourgeois who wliked aristocracy 

‘That’s the man who — ^went away, isn’t it?” asked Ivich 
suddenly 

"Yes," said Mathieu eagerly “Would you like me to tell 
you the story of his life?" 

“I thmk I know it he was mamed, and he had children 
—isn’t that so?’ 

“Yes He had a ]ob in a bank And on Sunday he used 
to go out mto the suburbs with an easel and a box of colon 
He was what was called a Sunday pamter.” 

“A Sunday painter? ' 

“Yes, that’s what he was to begin with — it means an 
amateur who messes about with paints and canvases on 
Sundaj^ just as people take a rod and line and go out 
fishing Partly for health reasons, loo— painting landscapes 
gets a roan out into the country, and good air." 
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Ivich began to laugb, bat not wth the expression that 
Mathieu expected. 

“I suppose you think it funny that he should have b^n 
as a Sunday painter,” asked Mathieu uneasQy. 

"It wasn’t him I was about.” 

"What was it, then?” 

"I was wondenng wheflier people ever talked about 
Sunday wnten, too ” 

Sunday wnters: those petty bourgeois who wrote a short 
story or five or six poems every war to mject a httle ideal- 
ism into thdr Ines. For health reasons Mathieu shud- 
dered. 

“Do you mean that I’m one?” he asked gaily. "Well, 
It may lead to something Perhaps I shall go off to Tahiti 
one of these dap” 

Ivich turned towards him and stared hun full in the faca 
She looked malevolent and nervous; she was doubtless 
afraid of her own audaaty 

‘That would surprise me,” she said in a londess voice. 
"Why shouldn’t I?” said Mathieu 'Terhaps not to 
Tahiti, but to New York. I should mud) like to go to 
Amenca” 

Ividi tugged at her curls. 

“I dare say," she said, “as one of a team— with other 
professors ” 

Mathieu eyed her in silence and she went on* “I may 
be wrong . . 1 can very wdl imagine you dehvenng a 

lecture in a university to Amencan students, but I can’t 
see you on the deck of a ship among a crowd of emigrants 
Perhaps it’s because you’re French ” 

"You think I need a luxury suite?" he asked with a blush 
"No," said Inch curtly, “a second-class cabm ” 

He swallowed talliei painfully “I should like to see her 
on a ship’s deck among a crowd of emigrants — she’d never 
stand It" 

"Well,” he said, "however Uiat may be, I think it’s odd 
of you to be so sure Aat I couldn’t go Besides, you're 
s'TOng, I used to want to very much in tunes gone hy I 
never did actuallv, because 1 thought it foolish And it's 
especially conuc that this should have come up in connec- 
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bon with Gauguin of all people, who remained a cleik 
until he was forty” 

Ivich bunt into an ironic laugh 
"Don’t you believe it?” asked Mathieu 
‘ Of course— if you say so Anyway, you’ve only got to 
look at his portrait — ” 

“Well? ’ 

’Well, there can I be many clerks of his sort He had a 
sort of — lost look ” 

Mathieu recalled a heavy face with an enormous )Owl 
Gauguin had lost his human digmty, and had done so 
willingly 

“I see,” said he "You mean the big picture at the end 
of the room He was very ill at that bme ” 

Ivich simled contemptuously, "I mean tlic small picture, 
while he was sbll young He looks capable of anting” 
She gazed into vacancy with a rather drawn expression, 
and Mathieu felt for the second bme the bite of jealousy 
] Obviously, if that’s what you mean. I’m not a lost man ” 
Certainly not,” said Ivich 

don’t see why that should be an asset, anyway,” said 
he, "or It may be because I don t understand what you 
mean” 

‘ Oh well, let's drop the subject ” 

* Of course. You’re always like that, you find fault with 
people m an indirect sort of way and then refuse to ex 
plain younclf— it’s too easy” 

“I’m not finding fault with anyone,” she said indiffer 
ently. 

Mathieu halted and looked at her Ivich stopped too, 
with an air of imtabon She shifted from one foot to the 
other and evaded Mathieu’s eye 

Ivich, you must tell me what you meanb” 

'■By what? ’ she asked with astonishment 
''\Vhcn jou spoke of a man being lost ’ ” 

“Are we sbll discussing that?” 

‘ It may seem silly,” said Mathieu, "but I should like 
to know what you meant” 

Inch began to pull her hair again, this was exasperabng 
‘ Nothing at all,” she said, it was just a word that came 
into my mind ” 
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She stopped and seemed to be leflecting From time to 
tune she opened her mouth, and Mathieu thought she wis 
going to speak, but nothing came Then she said ‘ It’s all 
the same to me whether pet^le are like that or otherwise " 
She had rolled a curl round a finger and was tugging it 
as though she meant to tear it out Suddenly she added 
humedly, starmg at the toes of her shoes 
"You’re settle, and you won t change for all the mousy 
in the world” 

“Indeedl ’ saidbfathieu "And how do you know? ’ 

"It’s an impression, and the impression is that your life 
and your ideas about evervAinp are all set You rea ch out 
to ttimgs when yovt^irA theyre within your sc^ e, but 
) ou don't trouble to go and grt th em ” 

"AiKi bow do ymTlcnowl ' i^at3 Mathieu He could 
not find anything else to say he felt she was nghL 
“I thought,” said Ivich weatOy, "I thought that you 
weren’t prepared to nsk anything, that you were too in 
telligent for that”, and she added with a sly look “But of 
course if you tell me you aren’t Kke that—” 

Mathieu suddenly thou^t of Marcelle and was 
ashamed "No,” he said m a low voices “I’m like that, just 
as you thought me ” 

"Ahr said Ivich m a tnmnphant tone. 

"You despise me for itr’ 

“On the contrary,” said Inch mdulgently "I approve 
With Gaugum hfc must have been impossible ” And she 
added, without the faintest trace of irony m her voice 
"With you there 5 a sense of secunty, never any fear of 
the uneipected ” 

*Troe, ’ said Mathieu dryly "If you mean I don’t act on 
i mpulse. You know I could^ like anybody els^ bu t 
itTcCTs sort oi lQusY_ to.in^ 

'^1 Jenow,’ said Inch * Eveiytiung you do is always so 
methodical 

^ Mathieu felt himself grow pale. “What are you refemng 
"Nothing at all” 

"But you must have had something definite in mmd ” 
"Every w'eek," she muttered, vnthout looking at him, 
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“you used to turn up with the Semaine d Paris and maie 
out a program ...” 

“Ivichl” said Mathieu impatiently, “it was for your 
benefitl" 

“I know,” said Ivich pohtdy, “and I’m very grateful. 
Mathieu was more surpnsed than hurt. “I don’t under- 
stand Didn’t you like going to concerts or loolung at 
pictures?” 

“Of course I did ” 

“You don't say that with much conviction.” 

“I really did like it very much But,” she said with 
sudden violence, “I hate being made to feel obligabori^s 
towards things I like ” - _ 

“But you — ^you didn’t like them," repeated Mathieu. 

She had raised her head and flung her hair back, her 
broad pallid face had shed its masl^ and her eyes ght* 
tered Matliieu was dumbfounded, he looked at Ivtch’s 
thin, limp lips and wondered how he ever could have 
kissed them 

“You should have told me,” he continued niefuUy; "I 
would never have forced you to come.” 

He had dragged her to concer ts and to exhibitions, he 
had explained me pictures to her, and while he was doing 
so she had hated hun. 

“What sort of use can pictures be to me,” Ivich went on, 
not hstemng to what he said, “if I can’t own them? I used 
to get so funous every time and long to take them away, 
but one can’t even touch them And 1 felt you beside rne, 
so quiet and decorous You behaved as if you were going 
to Mass ” 

Tliey fell silent Ivich still wore her hard expression. 
Mathieu suddenly felt a catch in his throat. 

* “Ivich, please forgive me for what happened this morn- 
ing” 

“This mormng?” said Ivich. “I had quite forgotten it. 1 
was thinking about Gauguin.” , 

“It won't happen again,” said Mathieu. “I still don t 
understand how it could have happened at all.” 

He spoke to clear his conscience, he knew his cause was 
lost. Ivich did not answer, and Mathieu conbnued with an 
effort: 
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"There were the museums and the concerts^ as well. . . . 
If you tnew how sorry I ami One thinks one is in sjmpathy 
with someone—but you never said anything.” 

At every word he fliou^t he had finished. And then 
another emerged from the far etrd of his flrroat and lifted 
his tongue. He spoke with di^ush and in short spasms. 
“Ill try to change,” he continned. “Tm contemptible,” he 
thon^^ and a desperate anger flushed his cheeks. Ivich 
shook her head. 

“One can’t change,” she said. She now spoke in a mat* 
lerof'fact tone^ and MatWeu fiaoMy detested her. They 
walked in sflence, side by sid^ immersed in sunlight and 
in mutual detestah'orL But at iht same time Mathieu saw 
himself with Ivich’s eyes and was filled with self contempt. 
She raised her hand to her forehead and clasped her tem- 
ples between her fingen. 

“Is it muth farther?” 

"A quartet of an hour. Are you tired?” 

“Tes. Forgive me, it's the pictures." She tapped her foot 
Qn&e pavement and eyed Mathieu with a bewildered air. 
'ey're out of my grasp already, and all getting mixed 
tip in my head. It’s )ust the same every time.” 

"Would ynu like to go home?” Mathieu fdt almost 
rdieved. 

"I tiidc it would be better.” 

Mathieu bafled a ta-ri He was now eager to be alone. 
“Good-by” said Ivich witiioul looking at him. 

Mathieu wondered whether be should go to the Su- 
matra just the same. But he did not even want to see her 
again, 

"Good-ly,” said he. 

The taxi drove o5 and for a few moments Mathieu 
hatched it gloomily. Then a door slammed within him, the 
bolt chcked home, and he fell to thirdcing of Marcelle. 
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CHAPTER VII 


N aked to the waist, Daniel was shaving in Itoal of 
wardrobe mirror “Its 6xed for this morning / 
twelve o’clock all will be over " It wasn't a simple 
the thir^ was already ther^ in the electnc light, m m 
faint tarn of the razor; there was no chance of sbnyig tfi 
event off, nor of hastening it, to get it over it had to M 
gone through with, and that was all Ten o'clock had ooiy 
just struck, but midday was already present ui the 
a compact and definite entity, like an eye Beyond it tb«e 
was nothing but an afternoon, wnthmg like a wonn iota 
vacancy The backs of his tycs were smarting from 
of sle^, and he had a pimple under his bp, a Ony rw 
spot tijiped with white as always happcnd now wnw 
hehadbeendnnlang Daniel listened no, nothing but ^ 
noises in the street He looked at the pimpJe, it was w 
and inflamed — there were also large bluish arcles und« 
hes eyes— and he thought * I m ruining my health ” 
took great care to pass his razor all around the punpl* 
without impinging an it, a Ltfic tuft of black hairs would 
remain, but that couldn’t be hclp^ Daniel could not bear 
abrasions All the while he listened the door of his room 
was ajar, so that he could hear better; and he said to hun 
self ‘ I won’t miss her this time *• 

There was a faint, almost imperceptible rustic Daniel 
had already dashrf, razor in hand, to the door and flung 
jt open Too late, the child was too quick for him she had 
fled, she must have huddled herself into an angle of the 
J inding, where she stood with beating heart, bolding her 
breath Daniel noticed a little bunch of carnations on die 
mat at his feet “Nasty hftle creature,” he said Joudlj Jt 
was the conaerge's daughter, he was sure He had only 
to look at her fried fishy eyes when slie said good morning 



to hitn This had been going on fot a fortnight, every 
morning cm her return from «3iool she laid flowers outside 
lus door He kicked the flowers downstairs He would have 
to stand and hstea for a whole morning m the outer room, 
that was the only way he would catch her He would 
emerge, naked to his belt, and fii her with a glassy ej'e. 
It’s my head that attracts her, my head and my shoulders, 
as she’s a bit of an idealist ^ell get a shock when she 
sett the hair on my chest” He went back into his room 
and went on shaving He observed in tiie minor bis dark, 
tondsome, blue-iowled visage. “That’s what exates them ” 
An archangel s face; Marcelle called him her dear arch 
Mgel, and now he most submit to the adnunng gaxe of 
this deplorable diild, wbo was just at the puffy stage of 
^berty “Homd little creatures,” thought Daniel angrily 
He bent forward a httlc and with a neat stroke of the razor 
snipped the tip off his pimple It wouldn’t be a bad joke 
to deface the head they all admired “Pah, a scarred face 
IS sbll a face, it alwaj^ means something I should gel 
tired of It all the sooner " He walked up close to the mirror 
and eyed himself distastrfolW “Iresides ” he said to bun 
self, "1 like to be goodloolang*' He looked tired He 
gnp^ himself at the levd of me hips He must ^ bis 
wo^t down by a couple of pounds Seven wbiskitt last 
evening all by himself at Johnny’s Until three o’clock he 
hadn’t been able to make up his mind to go home because 
it gave him the shiven to put his head on the pillow and 
fed himself slide away into die dadcncss, reflecting that 
there must be a tomorrow Daiud thought of the dogs at 
ConstanbDoplc they had been rounded up m the streets 
and put into sada, or even baskets, and then abandoned 
on a deserted island, these they proceeded to devour one 
another; and out at sea thor howls were somebmes car 
ned on the wmd to tte ears of passing saflors "It wasn t 
dogs that ought to have b e en put there ” Danid didn’t 
like dogs He slipped on a cream silk shirt and a pair of 
gray flannel bousen, he chose a be with care today he 
would wear *e green stnped one, as be looked rather 
washed-out 'Then be opened the window, and the mom 
mg came into the locmx, a heavy, stifling morning, bur 
dened with events to come. For one second he stood 
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lapped m the stagnant heat, then he 
he Idted h.s loom beranse it TOs ‘“P'J™' flotel 
give him a^vaj^, indeed, it looked like a ^ a 

Four bare walls, two easy chairs, one ^ra p ^^^,5 
table, a wardrobe, a bed open m the 

He observed the great wckcr tosket 
middle of the room and turned his eyes away 
of what confronted him today five minutes 

By Daniel’s watch the time was Ictchen and 

past ten He half<ipened the doot ‘T“,h a 

whistled Sapio appeared 6^ vavraed fen- 

straggling heard He eyed Da™'’ ^SSi'gown g™*'? 
cioiSy, and arched his bach half 

and began to strohe his nose The “'h M 

closed, patted his sleeve with bB paw AfW 
two Darnel piched him up by the n™* pros- 

deposited him m the hashet, Sapio lay ““"'SSun 
trate and content ,?e ms 

the two others, she was sly and tervfla sw j 

rjnitc sure he had notrced ha. head 

Jttitudimze whde still at a distance; ruhW hn n^^ 
against the edge o£ the door Tto DamH raiiMrf 
plump neck with one finger, she terned ova on M 
mth sBllened pares, and be tickled the teats Mnmm 
Hack fur "Harhal ’ he said r„ a sort of ■‘■if ■“ Sy 
•Ha, bar and she swung Iron, side to sfe. J 

Hitaa her head "Wait and see," he Uiought, |U5t mit 
tni twelve o’clock " He picked her up by the paws a 
put her down hende Sapio She looked shghtly suipn ^ 
tt railed henelf up and, after a moment’s hesitation, 

’^Pop^" ■°cne? Daniel • Poppua, Poppral" IJCl^ 
liardlv ever came when called. Daniel liad to go and fet^ 
,,_r from the kitchen When she saw him, she jumped 
nn to die gas sto>e with a sharp, peevish growl She was 
° «tr 3 v cat heavily scaned across her nght side Daniel 
Ld found her m Ihe Uiaemb^rg one winter evCTing, mst 
i-x ll flap, parden closed and had taken her home She 
and Ud tempered and she often bit Mai 
fond Ot ha He took ha in h« aims, 
SshTdrew ha head tack, Ballcning ha ear, and and. 
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ing her neci: she looked qmte scandalized He stroked 
her nose, and she nibbled the tip of one finger with angry 
plaj-fulness, then he pinched her in the loose flesh of Sie 
neck, and she hfted a defiant httle head She did not 
purr— .Poppasa never purred — hot she looked at him, 
straight in the face, and Etemel thought, as indeed he 
often did “A cat that looks you in the eyes is very rare " 
At the same time he felt an intolerable anguish take 
possession of him and had to turn his eyes away “Ther^ 
there,” he said, "there, there, my beauty,” and smiled at 
her with eyes averted The two others had remained side 
by side, pumng idiotically, like a grasshopper chorus 
Datuel eyed them with a sort of malignant relief “Rabbit 
stew,” he thought He remembered Malvina s pink teats 
It was no end of a business to get Popp®a into the basket 
he had to push her in head first, but she turned and spat 
and tned to claw him "Oh, would you now? ' said Daniel 
He picked h« up by the ne^ and hind quarters and 
crammed her forcibly into the basket, which creaked as 
Poppaa clawed it from within Darnel took advantage of 
the cat's momentary stupor to slam down the lid and snap 
the t«’0 clasps 

"Oufl ' he qaculated His hand smarted slightly, with a 
dry little pain that was almost a bckle. He got up and 
looked at the basket with uonical satisfaction safe and 
secure On the back of his hand were two scratches, and 
tn his innermost self an odd tickhng sensation that prom 
ised to become unpleasant He pick^ up the ball of stnng 
ofl the table and put it m bu houser p^et 

Then he hesitated "It s a goodish way; I shall get pretty 
hot ” He would have liked to wear his ^nnel }acket, but 
it wus not a habit of his to yield easily to his inclinations, 
and besides it would be rather comical to march along in 
the bright sunshine, flushed and perspiring, with that bur 
den in hu arms Comical and a tnfle ridiculous the vision 
nude him smile and he cliose his brown tweed jacket, 
which he had not been able to bear since the end of Mav 
lie lifted the basket by the handle and thought "Curse 
the little brutes, how heavy they ate\ ' He pictured their 
attitudes, luimilutcd and grete^ue; their fury and their 
tenor "And tliat is what I was so fond ofl" No sooner 
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had he shut the three jdols into a %\'icher bashet than they 
became cats once more, just sunply cats, small vain, stupid 
mammals, stncfcoi with panic— very far from being sacrci. 
‘Cats merely cats” He b^n to laugh he had the feelmg 
that he was going to play an excellent tnch on somebody 
As he passed the outer door, his heart turned over, bat 
the sensabon soon passed once on the staircase he felt 
hard and resolute, with an underside of strange sichliness, 
reminiscent of raw meat The concierge was m her door 
way, and she smiled at him She lihed Daniel because he 
was so ceremonious and polite 
‘Tou are out early this morning, hfonsieur Sereno" 

“3 was afraid you were iH, dear lady,” replied Danid 
with an air of concern ‘ I got back late last night, and i 
saw a light under the lodge door ” 

"Just imagme,” said the concierge "I was so done op 
that I fell asleep without turning the light off Suddenly^! 
heard the sound of your bell ‘Ah ’ I said to myself, 'there's 
Monsieur Sereno coming ui ' (You were the only tenant 
out ) I turned the light out unmediately afterwards I 
think It was a^ut three o'clock.” 

^ust about " ^ 

“Well,” she said, ‘ that’s a large basket you’ve got” 
‘They're my cats ” 

“Are they ill, poor little things?” 

“No, but I m taking them to ray sister's at hfeudon The 
set told me they needed air” And he added gravely "Cats 
tend to become tubercular, you know ” 

’Tubcmilarl'' sard tlie conaerge rn a voice of constema 
bon “You must look after them carefully All the same,” 
she added, ‘ theyll be mused in your apartment 1 had got 
used to seeing the little dears when I was cleaning up You 
will be sorry to lose them ' 

"I shall indeed, Madame Dupuy.” said Daniel 
Tie smiled at her gravely and walked on "Tlje old 
she gave hcRclf away She must have pbjed about with 
them when I wasnt there^ she'd much better have been 
attending to her daughter” Emerging from the archway, 
t . dasded by the light, an unpleasant scorching, 

»l.raamrolu>l«Jidiiiil.oglhcn,ElitLcfoie; 
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a misty morning suits Inm best He could no longer sec 
aajihmg, he was afioat m the encompassing light, with a 
nng of iron round his shall Suddenly he saw his shadow, 
a grotesque and stocky figure, with the shadow of the 
wicker basket dangling fn^ fte end of his arm Paniel 
smfled he was vtiy tall He drew himself up to his full 
height, hut the shadow remained squat and misshapen, 
like that of a chimpanzee “Doctor Jckyll and Mr Hjde 
No, I won't take a ta’o," he said to himsdf, “I have plenty 
of tune I shall take hlr Hyde for an amng as far as the 
72 stop ” The 72 would take him to Charenton Half a 
mfle from there Daniel knew a little solitary comer on the 
bank of the Seine “At any rate," he said to himself, "I 
shan’t he sick, that would be the bst straw ” The water of 
the Seme was particubrly dark and duty at that spot, 
being covered with greenish patches of oil from the Vitiy 
factones Daniel envisaged himself with disgust be felt, 
v-ithm himself, so benevolent, so tmly benevolent that it 
Wasn't natural “That," he though^ “is the real man," with 
a sort of satisfaction Hts was a hard, forbidding charac 
ter, but underneath it all was a shnnlong victim pleading 
for mercy It was odd, he thought, that a man could hate 
himself as though he were someone else Not that that was 
really true whatever he might do, there was only one 
Daniel When he despised himself he had the feeling of 
detachment from his own bang, as though he were poised 
like an impartial judge above a noisome turmoil, then 
suddenly he found hunsdf plunging downwards, caught 
again in his own toils "Damnation," he though^ ' I must 
get a dnnk” He had to make a little detour for this 
purpose, he would stop at Championnet s, m the rue 
Tailledouce 

When he pushed open the door, the bar was deserted 
'The waiter was dusting the red wooden casklike tables 
The darkness was grateful to Daniel’s eyes ' I've got a 
cuned headache,” he thought as he put down the tosket 
and cbmbered on to one of the stools by the bar 

“A nice double whisky, I suppose," said the bartender 

“No," said Daniel curtly 

“God damn these fellows' mama for cbssifying human 
beings as thought tliey were umbrellas or sewing machines 
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I am not so-and-so; one hn*t ever anything But fltey P® 
you down as quicik as look at you. One chap giv^ goM 
tips, another is always ready with a /oi^ and 1 atn tooQ 
of double whiskies.'* 

“A gin fizz,” said Danid. 

The bartender served him without comment: he no 
doubt offended. much the better," thought Daniel. 
would not enter the place again, the people were too fafflU" 
iar. Anyway, gin fizz tastrf ufce a lemon-flavored paigahve 
It scattered a sort of addtdated dust upon the tongue ano 
left a steely savor behind it "It no longer has any effect 
on me,” thought Daniel. ^ 

"Give me a peppered vodla in a balloon glass. 

He swallowM me vodka and remained for a moment 
plunged in meditation, with a fiicwotfc in his mouth. 
"Won’t it ever end?" he ttiought But these were Surface 
thoughts, as usual, checks wimout funds to m«t them. 
‘What won’t ever end? What won’t ever end?" Where- 
upon a shrill miaow was heard and the sound of 
ing. The bartender pve a start i 

' "Jh^ sse ^36 Dxai^ svjiJx. 

He got oS the stool, flung twenty mnes on the co'unter> 
and picked up the basket As he lifted it he noticed u tiny 
red drop on the floor; blood. 'What can they be op to 
inside there?” thought Daniel distressfully. But he could 
not bring himself to lift the lid. For moment tiic little 
cage contained nothing but a solid, undifferentiated fear; 
if he opened the basket that fear would dissolve once 
more into his cats, which Daniel could not ha\'e endumd. 
"You couldn't endure it, di7 And supposing I did lift that 
lid?" But Daniel was already outside, and again the blind- 
ness fell, a dearand dewy blindness- your ej-es ilcheij, fire 
seemed to fiJI the vision, then came the sudden real^tion 
that for moments past j-ou have b^ looking at houses, 
houses 0 hundred jurdi ahead, airy and insubsfarjtHl, 
cdifios of smoke. At the end of the road stood a high blue 
^\\ "It’s uncanny to sec too clearly,” thought DaniV}. It 
"•* * »v-» iTTiarmea hell: a vision tlia» 


and saw to the very end of Jhc n-orld-^he 
ofh* am lh= 



f Tiie tenor that he felt so near to his hand— -Daiuel wasn't 
f whether it disgusted or delighted him, anyway, it 
j came to the same thing **111016 is always something to 
J^^ssure them, they can smd] me” And Daniel thought 
I am, indeed, for them, a smdl " Patience, though Daniel 
would soon be divested of that fanuliar smell, he would 
walk about without a smell, alone aimd his fellow men, 
who haven’t fine enough senses to spot a man by his smell 
Without a smell or a shadow, without a past, nothing 
inorc than an invisible uprootment from the self towards 
the future Daniel noticed that he was a few steps in 
body — yonder, at the level of the gas jet — 
and that he was wiatding his own progress, hobbling a 
little under his burden, stiff jointed and already soaked in 
S 3 W himself come, he was no more than a dis 
embodied vision But the shop-window of a dyeing estab- 
lishment presented his refleebon, and the illusion was 
dispelled Daniel filled himself with viscous, vapid water 
the water of the Sein^ vapid and viscous, would 
ml the basket, and tliey would claw one another to pieces 
A vast revulsion came upon him, he thought *'^is is a 
pahutous act ’ He had stopped and set the tosket on the 
pound One could only damage oneself through the harm 
OTe did to othen One could never get directly at oneself 
Once more he thought of Constantinople, where faithless 
spouses were put in a sack with hydrophobic cats, and the 
sack thrown into the Bosporus Barrels, leather sac^, 
wackcr baskets pruons 'There arc worse things Daniel 
shrugged his shoulders another tliought without funds to 
meet it He didn t want to adopt a tragic attitude, he had 
done that too often in the past Besides, that meant taking 
oneself scnously Never, nesTt again would Daniel take 
himself scnously “The motor bus suddenly appared 
Daniel was-ed to the dnver and got into Inc nrst-class 
compartment. 

"As far as you go ” 

“Sts tickets," said the conductor 
Sane water would dnve them crazy Coflce-colored 
s^-atCT sMth violet gleams m it A s^-oman came in and 
sat opposite him, a pnm, respectable female, with a little 
gul ITie httle girl obsetstd the basket with interest 
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‘ Nasty little insect,” tbou^t Daniel The basket nuacrs^ 
and Daniel started, as though he had been caught in the 
act of murder 

"What IS it? ’ asked the httle girl in a shrill ^ 

"Hush,” said her mother "Don t annoy the gentleman. 

“It’s cats," said Daniel 

“Are they yours? ’ asked the httle girl 

Tej” „ 

"Why are you taking them about in a baskrt? 

"Because Uie/re ill, said Danid mildly 
“May I see them? , n 

‘7eanmne,” said her mother, "mind what you 
‘ I can’t show them to you, they're ill, and la 
savage." 

' Oh,” said the little girl in a calm, insinuating tone; 
"thw*!! be all nght with mc^ the httle darlings ” 

"Do you think so? Look hcr^ my dear," sard 
a low, huxned voice; * I m going to drown my cats, that » 
what I m going to do, and do you know why? 
longer ago than this mommg, they clawed the hce or a 
pretty httle girl like you, who came to bring me 
flowen, and now she’ll have to have a glass eje. 

'Ohi ' cned the httle girl in consternation She 
a tenor-stneken glance at the tesket and clung to net 
mother’s skirts 

"There, there," said the mother, turning indignant eyes 
i:^n Daniel 'You must keep quiet, jou see, and not 
chatter to cveiyonc you meet Don’t be fngbtencd, dat 
hng, the gentleman was only joking ’ 

Darnel relumed her look plaadly ' She detests me,” he 
thought with satisfaction Behind the windows he could 
see the gray houses gliding by, and he knev? that the good 
woman was looking at him An angry mother ^e s look 
mg for something to dislike in me And it won t be my 
face.” No one ever drshled Datuels fecc "Nor my suit, 
which » new and handsome. My hands, perhaps ” His 
hands were short and strong, a little fleshy, with black 
baiR at the joints He spread them out on fm fcnMS 
f 'Look at them— just look at them ) But the woman had 
abandoned the encotmter die was stanng straight ahead of 
her wth a crass exptessioa on ba /ace; she was at rest 
95 



Darnel eyed ter with a land of eagerness these people 
who rested — ^how did they manage it? She had let her 
whole person sag into hetsdf and sat dissolved in it 
There was nothing in that head of hen that resembled a 
franhc flight from self, nether cunosity, nor hatred, not 
any roohon, not the faintest undulation nothing but the 
thick integument of sleep Abmpdy she awoke, and an an 
of animation took possession of her face 
“Why, we’re theel” said she ' Come along! You had 
little girl, you never nobce anything ” 

She took her daughter by the hand and dragged her off 
The bus restarted and then pulled up People passed in 
front of Danid laughing 
“All Out," shout^ the conductor 
Daniel started the vehicle was empty He got up and 
climbed out It was a populous square contaimng a num 
her of taverns, a group of workmen and women had 
gathered round a hand-cart Women looked at him with 
nitpnse Daniel quickened his step and turned down a 
dirty alley that IM towards the Seme On both sides of 
the road there were barrels and warehouses The basket 
was now mewing incessantly, and Daniel almost ran he 
was carrying a leaky bucket from which water oozed out 
drop by drop Every mew was a drop of water The bucket 
was heavy Daniel transferred it to his left hand and wiped 
his forehead with his right He must not think about the 
cab ‘ Oh? So you don l want to think about the cats? 
Well, that’s just why you must think of them You can’t 
get away with it so easily ' Daniel recalled Poppsea’s 
golden eyes and quidily thought of whatever came first 
into his head — of the Boune, where he had made ten 
thousand francs the day before of Marcelle— he was going 
to sec her that evening, it was his day * Archangel! ’ Dan 
lel gnnned he despised Marcelle profoundly ‘They 
haven't the courage to admit that they’re no longer in love 
If Mathieu saw things as tJiey were, he would have to 
make a decision But he doeso t want to he doem’t want 
to lose his hearings He is a normal fellow,’’ thought 
Daniel ironically The cab were mewing as though they 
had been scalded, and Danid felt he would soon lose his 
" ' He put tlie basket on the ground and gave it 
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“Ah well, Madame Dujray” said Daniel, ‘T dare say it 
was wrong of me, but I coiudn’t part with them ” 

“It’s Mathieu,” he thought as he went upstairs "Hes 
always on the spot” He was glad to be able to hate 
another person 

He encountaed Mathieu on the third floor landing. 
“Hello,” said Mathieu, “I’d given you up ” 

“I’ve been tahng my cats for an ouhng," said Daniel 
He was surprised to fed a sort of inner warmth. “Are you 
coming m with me?” he ashed abruptly 
‘ Yes, I want you to do something for me ” 

Darnel flung him a rapid glance and nobced that his 
' was drawn and ashen “He looks damnably under the 
” he thought He wanted to help the man They 
went upstairs Daniel put the key in the lock and pushed 
open the door “Go along m,” he said He touched the 
other lightly on the shoulder and immediately withdrew 
his hand Mathieu went mto Darnel s room and sat down 
in an armchair 

“I couldn’t make sense of what your concie^e said,” he 
lemaiked “She told me that you had taken your cats to 
|Oui sister’s place Have you made it up with your sister 

Something within Dame) suddenly froze ‘"He would 
look Sick enough if he knew where I had come from ” He 
gazed unsympathebcally into his fnend’s steady, pen^ 
trating eyes “It’s true,” he thought, "he’s quite normal ” 
And he was consaous of the gulf between them He 
laughed. 

“Ah yes— my sister’s pbce. That was an innocent little 
falsehood," he said He knew that Mathieu would not 
press the pomt Mathieu had the imtabng ha bi t ofJr eat 
in g Daniel as a rom ancer, and he afl^edjie^ to mqoir® 
i nto IHe' mobvi^ t^t cpmpellcdJuai-toJie MathiW 
accordingly"gl3hced at the wicker receptacle with a per 
plexed air and fell silent 

"Will you excuse me?” said Daniel He had become the 
man of acbon His sole desire was to open the basket 
as soon as possible. ^Vhat could that drop of blood ha^ 
signified? He knelt down, Uunking that they would prob- 
ably fly in his fac^ and he bent his bead over the hd, so 
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that it was well within their reach And he reflected, as he 
lifted the clasp “A solid bit of worry wouldn’t do him any 
harm It would shake him out of his optimism and that 
complacent air of his ” Po{^>a» slipped out of the basket 
snaihng and fled into the lutchen Scipio emerged in his 
turn he had preserved his dignity, but did not seem m the 
least reassurM He proceeded with measured steps to 
the wardrobe, looked about him with a sly expression, 
stretched himself, and finally crawled under the bed. 
Malvina did not move “She’s hurt,” thought Darnel 
She lay full length at the bottom of the basket, prostrate. 
Darnel put a finger under her cbm and p^ed her bead 
up she had been deqily clawed on the nose^ and her left 
eye was closed, hut she was not bleedmg There was a 
blackish scab on her face, and round the scab the hairs 
were stiff and sticky 

“What’s the matter?” asked Mafhieu He had got up 
and was looking at the cat politely “He thbks me absurd 
because I m worrying about a cat It would seem to him 
quite natunl if it was a baby ’ 

“Malvina has a nasty wound” erolamed Darnel 'It 
must have b«a PoppaM that clawed her, she really is the 
bmit Excuse me, my dear fellow, whfle I see to her ” 

He produced a bottle of arnica and a packet of cotton 
Wool from the cupboard. Mathicu followed hun with his 
e}'es without uttenng a word, then he passed his band 
over his forehead in a senile sort of gesture. Damd b^n 
to bathe Malvina’s nose, the cat resistmg feebly 
"Now be a gcx)d Ltlle cat;” said Daniel. **Ihcre, ther^ 
it win soon be over ” 

He thought he must be exa sp er a bng Mathieu, and that 
pvc him heart for the pb But when he raised his head, 
he observed Mathieu stanng gnnily into «cancy 
"Forgive me, my dear fellow," said Dmiel in hts deepest 
voice; “I shan't be more than a couple of minutes I 
Simply had to wash the creatore, you know, a wound gets 
so qnickJy infected I hope it doesn’t annoy ym my 
much ” he added, bestowmg a frank smile on Mathieu. 
Mathieu shivered and then began to bugh 
"Now then, now then," said he, "don t you nuke %-our 
vciret qcs at me.” 
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bS Darnel knew very well that she ivas m pain He gave 
bet a little tap on the back 

‘There,” he said, getting up there won t be a sign ot 
jt tonterrow But the other cat gave her a nasty chmog, 
you know ” 

* poppcea? She’s a vile creature," said Mathieu with an 
absent air And then he said abruptly Marcclle is pr^ 
nant ” 

"Pregnantl” 

Daniel s suipnse was of short duration but he had to 
struggle against a huge desire to laugh That was it— so 
that was it True enough, the creatures evacuate blood 
every lunar month, and they’re as prolific as fish into the 
ba^m He refiected with disgust that he was going to see 
her that same evening I wonder if I shall have the cour 
age to touch her hand " 

"It’s a ghastly business, ' said Mathieu with an objective 
air 

Daniel looked at him and said soberly * I can quite 
understand that ” Then he hurriedly turned his back on 
him on the pretext of rcplaang the bottle of arnica in the 
cupboard He was afraid he would buret out laughing m 
his face He set himself to think about his mother’s death, 
which always answered upon tiiese occasions, and but for 
two or three convulsive spasms, he did not betray himself 
Mathieu went on gravely talking bdiind Daniel s back 
‘ The trouble is that it humiliates her," he said ' You 
haven’t seen her often, so you can’t quite understand, but 
she s a sort of Valkync A bedroom Valkyne,' he added 
without malice. ' Fox her it s an awful degraiition " 
“Yes," said Daniel with concern, "and it must be neaily 
as bad for you Whatever yon do, she of course hates the 
sight of you at the moment I know tha^ in my own cas^ 
it would destroy love ' 
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.^M.ct evesr Mathicu’s sopenonty was indee 
Sinks he know me, he talla of my 
“T . He docsn t Jiiiow mem the least, but 
”’rlfme as if I « ere an ob|eet ” 
“nMenaughed ooriially, and caieMIy wiped h' 
- j xf..tvina shut her eyes in an appearance of 



"I_no longer fe el any lo ve for her,” said Mathieu- 

“DoiTr you?’*^ 

Daniel \ras profoundly astonished and amused "We 
shall have some sport thu evening,” he thought 
"Have you told her so? ’ he asked 
‘ Of course I haven’t” 

"Why ‘of course? You’D have to tell her I suppose 
you’ll—” 

“No, I’m not going to walk out on her, if that’s what 
you mean ” 

"What, then?” 

Daniel was sohdiy amused He was now eager to see 
MarccUe agam 

"Nothing,” said Mathieu "So much the worse for me 
It isn’t her fault if I no longer love her ” 

"Is it yours?” 

"Yes,” said Mathieu curtly 

"You’D conhnue to see her on the quiet and—” 

"Well?” 

"Wdl,” said Daniel, "if you play that little game for any 
length of time youll end up hatmg her” 

"1 don’t want her to grt mto a mess,” said Mathieu 
wiDi a set and ohstmate eapiession 
"If you prefer to sacrifice yourself—” said Daniel, with 
mdifference When Mathieu adopted a Quakensh atb 
tude, Damd hat^ him 

"What have I to sacrifice I diall still teach at the lyoSe 
I shaD see MarccUe I shaH wnte a short story every two 
yean, which is preasdy what I have done until now” 
And he added with bitterness that Daniel had never seen 
in him before "I am a Sun^y wnter Besides,” he went 
on, “I rather like her, and I couldn’t hear not to see her 
any more. Eicqit that it gives roc the feding of family 
faes” 

A sDenc* loDowed. Damd came and sat down m the 
armdiair opposite Mathieu. 

“You must help me,” said Mathieu “Fve got an address, 
hut no money Lend me five thousand.” 

Tive thousani^” repeated Daniel with a hesitant air 
His swoUen notecase now bulging m his breast pocket, 
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his pleJealer-s noteassc-hc fed but 
out five notes. Mathieu liad often done hini 

half at Ite “f' £t 
Mathieu; “and the other half ra July H ^ 
date I get my salary for both Au^st and Sep . 

DanS^looked at Mathieu’s ashw ^ts^and 

The fellow is all in ” *r^jie>oughtofjhe^ 

'-"I^ffiSWnd tmncsr ssid he in J 
“I haven't got so much, my dear fellow, and 1 

"*“You ^S?me the other day that you were just 
to pull off a very good P»«e niece of 

‘•Well, my dear chap," said Daniel, that P . 
business fell down on me; you wbat the st^ 
change is like. However, the plain fact vs that ive B 
nothing but debts.” . •.„ »« ?,;« voictr 

He Md not imparted much sin^ty to n 
because he did not want to convince his 
when he saw that Mathieu did not believe him, he 
angry: “Mathieu can go to hell. He thinks himjdf^ 
Kagines he can se/through me. Why 0“ «*? 

I help him? He’s only got to touch one of his ow s 
aVTmf he could no^ stand -was that noTOal, p»a _ 
Y,T,.'.-h Mauueu nevgf tf«r- cvai-i n. trouble . „ 

TUeht,” sm^d Mathieu briskly, “then you really can L 
Danid r^cctcd that he must be in dire need to be 

really can't. I'm awfully sony, my dear fellow.” 

He ivas^ embarrassed by Mathieu's embarrassment, bo 
.. jjot a wholly disagreeable sensation; it had the feci 
if htmine ba^ a fingernail. . , 

yQU in urgent need?" he inquired with soliatudt 
«Tc there nowhere else wu can apply?" 

‘Well Jon know, I did want to avoid touching 

" said * little disappointed, "there’s yoni 

vou’rc sure of getting your money.” 
brother, w y^ m«ns,” said Mathieu rather gloomily. 

“Not by_ head tlat be oughtn’t to lend me a 
“He’s got into ms 
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denng whether Danid was set;tous. Darnel met his looi 
witlj decorous gravity 

"Ate you crazy?” ashed Mathteu. 

"Why should I be? Say one void and you can change 
jour whole and that doesn’t happen every day” 

Mathicu began to laugh ’ He has dcaded to laugh at 
the whole business,” thought Darnel angnly 

"You won t persuade me to do any such thing,” said 
Mathieu, “and especially not at this moment ” 

“Well, but — that’s just it,” said Darnel m the same light 
tone, ‘it must be every entertaining to do the exact oppo- 
site of what one wants to do One feels oneself becoming 
someone else ” 

"I don’t fancy the pro^iect,” said Mathieu. “Do you 
expect me to beget three brats for the pleasure of feeling 
like someone when I take them for a walk m the 
Luxembourg? I can well imagine that I should alter if f 
became an utter wash-out ” 

"Not so much as all thaV' thought Daniel, "not so 
modi as you think.” "As a matter of fact,” he said, ‘it 
can’t be so very disagreeable to be a wash-out I mean an 
utter and absolute wash-out, fiat and finished Mamed, 
with three children, just as you said 'That would quiet a 
man down ” 

‘ It would mdeed," said Mathieu “I meet fellows like 
that every day fathers of pupils who come to see me. 
Four children, unfaithful wives, members of the Patents' 
Associahon They certamly look quiet enough — I might 
even say benign ” 

“They've got a kind of ^ety of thmr own, too,” said 
DanicI “They make me shudder So the proqiect doesn’t 
tempt you? I can see you so w^l as a mamed man,” he 
continued "You’d be just like them, fleshy, neatly dressed, 
rather facetious, and wiUi ceUuloid eyes. Not at all a bad 
type of fellow, 1 think.” 

“And not unlike yourself,” said Mathieu blandly "But 
I would, none the lew, much prefer to ask my brother for 
five thousand fencs 

He got up Daniel put Malvina down and got up too 
‘ He V nnws Fve got the mon ey, and he doesn ’t hate me. 
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The notecase was there Daniel had only to put his 
hand in his pocket and say "There you ate, my dear chap, 
I was just putting jou off for a bit — I wasn’t senous” 
But he was afraid he might despise himself 
“Toi sorry,” he said m a halfang tone “If I see any 
prospect, 1 11 wnte ” 

He had accompamed Mathieu to the outer door 
“Don't JOU worry,” said hlatbieu cheerfully “I’ll 
manage." 

He shut the door b^md him As Daniel listened to his 
brisk step on the staircase he thought “That s final,” and 
be caught his breath But the feeling didn t last ‘ Not fo r 
a jnoinent.” he said to himsdf, "did Mathieu cease to be 


aLdo csn t go very deco in side 

ease.” Oaruel walked up to the mirror andTii 
dark and comely countenance^ and thought 
All the same, it would be worth a thousand if he were 
forced to many Marcdle ” 


S ita had by now been awake a long bmc, she must be 
fiettmg He ought to go and cheer her up and tel! her 
that slie would not gi there m any case. Mathieu recalled 
With affection her poor ravaged face of the day before, 
and he suddenly envisaged ber as pathetically fragile. He 
must telephone to her But he dcaded to call on Jacques 
fint. ‘ In that way I might pahaps have some good news 
for her” He thought with annoyance of the attitude 
Jacques would adopt An attitude of sage amusement 
without a hint of rqiroacb or tolcnnce, Ins head on one 
side, and his ejes half-closed. * VVhatl In need of money 
again?" Hie prospect nude Klatiucu's fiesh creep He 
crois^ the street, dunking Daiud he wasnt angiy 


with him Ihat was how it was, one couldn t be angry 
with Darnel He was angry with /acques He stopped out 
side a squat building zn me zue R&umur and read with 
imtabon, as indeed he always did ‘Jacques Delaiut 
Attorney and Counselor Second floor’ He went in and 
took the devator, sincerdy hoping that Odette would not 
be at home. 

She was, Mathieu caught sight of her through the g«s* 
door of the httle drawing room, sitting on a divan, eiegsat, 
shm, and neat to die point of insignificance She was 
reading Jacques often said "Odette is one of the few 
women in Pans who find bme to read ' 

"Would you Ukc to see Madame, sir?” asked Rose. 

“Yes, just to say good morning: but will jou tell Rion- 
sieur that I shall be coming along to his office m a few 
mmutes?” 

He opened the door, and Odette looked it was a 
lovdy face, impassive much made up 

Good morning, Thieo,” she saia pleasantly "I hope 
this IS my visit at last" 

“Your visit?" said Mathieu. 

It was with rather baffled appreoatioo that he obsenw 
that high calm forehead and those green eyes. She was 
beautiful beyond all doubt but her beau^ was of the 
kind that vanishes under observabon Accustomed to faces 
like Lola s, the sense of which was grossly obvious at once, 
Mathieu had on countless occasions tned to unify these 
fluid featuies, but they escaped him, as a face; Odettes 
always seem^ to be dissolving and thus letamed its 
delusive bourgeois mystery 

"Indeed I wish it were your vmt," he conbnued, "but 
I must see Jacques, I want to ask him to do something 
for me.” 

"You aren t m such a buny as aH that,” said Odette. 
“Ja«iucs won t run a«-ay Sit down here.” And she made 
room for him baide her ‘Take care,' she said with a 
smile. ‘One of these days I shall be angry You neglect 
roe. I have a n^it to ray penonaj you proimscd 
me one." 

“You mean that >xiu yxnixself promised to receive me 
one of these davs.” 
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‘ How polite >ou aid ' she laughed “Your conscience is 
uneasy " 

Malhteii sat down He liked Odette but he never knew 
what to say to her 

‘ How are jou getting on, Odette?” He imparted a httle 
warmth to his voice in order to disguise his rather clumsy 
question 

*‘Very well,” she said “Do you know where I’ve been 
this morning? To Saint-Gcimain, with the car, to see 
Franfoisc; it was delightful ” 

"And Jacques?” 

"He IS very busy these days, I see very httle of him But 
he’s shockingly well, as usual ” 

Mathieu was suddenly aware of a profound sense of 
dissatisfachon She belonged to Jacques He looked dis- 
tastefully at the long brown arm emerging from a very 
simple ttock caught in at the waist wiQi a scarlet con^ 
almost a pis frock. The arm, the frock, and the body 
beneath the frock belonged to Jacques, as did the easy 
^air, the mahogany wnbng table, and the divan The 
disaeet and modest lady was redolent of possession A 
silence followed, after which Mathieu resumed the warm 
and rather nasal tone that he kept for Odette. ‘That's a 
nice frock of yours,” he said 

‘ Oh cornel” said Odette with a petbsh laugh "I.cave 
my frock alon^ every time you see me you talk about my 
frocks Suppose you tell me what youve been doing this 
week.” 

Mathieu laugh^ too and began to feel more at ease. 
"In point of fact,” said he, "I have something to say about 
that frock.” 

‘ Dear me,” said Odettev "what can it be? ' 

"Well, I’m wondering whether you shouldn t wear ear 
rings wi& It" 

‘ Ear imgs? ’ Odette looked at him with a strange ex- 
pression ” 

"I suppose you think them vulgar” 

"Not at all But they give one a rather forward look ” 
She added brusquely, with a frank Uugh "You would 
certainly be mu^ more at ease with me if I did wear 



"Surely not — ^wby should I?" said Mathicu vaguely. 

He was suipnse^ and be reahied that she was by no 
means stupid Odette’s intdbgence was libe her beauty— 
there was an elusive quabty about it 

A sdence fell Mathieu could think of nothing dse to 
say And yet he had no desire to go, he enjoyed a sort of 
complacence m her company 

‘ But I mustn’t keep you,” said Odette kindly "Rua 
along to Jacques, you lo^ as if you had something on 
your mmd ” 

Mathieu got up He remembered that he was going to 
ask Tacques for money, and felt Uie tips of his fingers 
tmgle 

‘Good by, Odette,” he said affechonately “No, no, 
don’t get up 1 11 look in again on ray way out ” 

Up to what point was she a victim, he wondered, 
knocung at Jacques s door With that type of woman one 
never knew 

' Come in,” said Jacques 

He rose, alert aod erect, and approached Mathieu 

"Good morning, old man,” be said cordially, "How are 
things?” 

He looked much younga than Mathieu, allbou^ he 
was the elder of the tv.o b&thieu thought he w-as thicken* 
mg round the hips, though he no doubt wore a bodybdt. 

"Good momma, ' said blathieu, with a fnendly smile. 

He felt himself in fault; for twenty years he had felt 
himself in fault each time be recalled or met bis brother. 

“Well,' said Jacques, "and what bnngs you here?" 

Mathieu made a gesture of disgust 

■“Something wrong?" asked Jacques. ‘Look herev talc 
a chair Would you care for a whisky?" 

“A whisky would go down well,” said Mathieu He sat 
down, his throat felt diy How about dnnking his wbisly 
and clearing out without uttering a word? No, it was too 
late. Jacques knew perfectly well what was up He would 
simply thuik that lus brother hadn t had the courage to 
ask him for a loan Jacques temaincd standing; he pro- 
duct a bottle of whisky and filled two glasses. 

"Ifs my last bottle,” he said, "but I snan t get ui any 
more bdotc tlie autumn. After all, a good gm fizz is a 
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better dnnk for the hot t^eather, don’t you think?” 

Mathieu did not reply. 'There was no affection m his 
e)e$ as he looked at mat fresh and ruddy face, a young 
man’s fac^ and that cropped fair hair Jacques smiled 
guilelessly; mdeed, there was a guileless ait about the 
man that mommg “Tha^" thought Mathieu savagely, “is 
all put on, he knows why I have come, he is just choosing 
his attitude.” 

“You know quite well,” said Mathieu harshly, "tliat I’ve 
come to touch you for money” 

There, the die was cast He couldn’t draw back now^ his 
brother bad already raised his cyebiows in an expression 
of profound surprise. ‘ He won't spare me anything,” 
thought Mathieu with dismay 
“Certainly I didn't know," said Jacques, “how should I? 
Do you mean to insinuate that that s the sole object of 
your visits?" 

He sat down, still very erect, and indeed a tnfle stiff, 
and crossed his legs with an easy swing, as though to 
make up for the nmdity of his torso He was weanng a 
smart s^rts suit of English twe«j 
‘I don’t mean to insmute anything at all,” said 
hfathieu He blinked and added, as he gripped his glass 
“But I need four thousand francs by tomorrow ’ {‘He’s 
going to say no I hope to goodness be refuses qui^y so 
that I can clear out ) But Jacques was never in a hurry, 
he was a lawyer, and he had plenty of fame 
'Four thousand,” said he, wagging hu head with a 
knowing au ‘ Well, weH, wcUl” 

He extended his legs and stared at his shoes with 
satisfachon. 

‘ I find jxiu amusing, Thieu ” said h^ "amusing and also 
instructive. Now, don’t take offense at what I say to you,” 
he said bnskly, at a gestuie horn Mathieu, "I have no 
nobon of cnbciang your conduct. I’m just turning the 
thing over m my own nund, viewing it from above— 
indeed, I would say from a philosophic standpoint’ if I 
wasn’t talking to a philosopher Yo u see, when I think 
abo ut you. T am the more convince d that one oughtn t to 
be a man ofimnciplea You axe stiff with them, you ^en 
i nventrthem, but you oor^r to them In theory, 
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there's no one mote independent, it’s all quite admirable, 
you live above all class distinctions Only I wonder shat 
would become of you if I wasn’t there. Please realize that 
I am only too happy, being a man without prmaples, to 
be able to help you from time to time But I can t help 
feuding that with your ideas f should be rather chary or 
asking favors ftora a damned bourgeois For I am a 
damned bourgeois,” he added, laughing heartily He went 
On, still laug^g "And what is wors^ y ou, ..who_j dg2.ue 
th e famil y, exploit our family ties to touch me for money 
Ster allTyou wouldn’t apply to me ifT wasn’t youi 
brother ” 

He assumed a cordial ejqiression and added "All this 
doesn’t bore you, I hope." 

' I can't very well avoid it," said Mathieu, laughing too 
He wasn’t going to engage in an abstract discussion 
Such discussions, with Jacques, always led to trouble. 
Matbieu soon lost his seU-control 
*Yes, obviously,” said Jacques coldly "Don't you tbi« 
that with a little orgaDoahon--? But that's no doubt 
opposed to yout ideas I don t say it’s your fault, mark 
you m my view it’s your pnnaples that are to blame." 

' Well, ‘ said Mathieu, by way of saying something, “the 
rejection of pnnaples i$ in itsdf a pnnaple ’’ 

‘ Not muirn of a one,” said Jacques 
“At this moment,” thought Mathieu, "he’s in the mind 
to let go ” But he looked at bis brother's plump cheeks, his 
flond complexion, his epen but rather set expression, and 
thou^t with a catch at the heart ‘ He looks hard on the 
tngger " Fortunately Jacques was again speal^g 
‘ Four thousand, ' he r«ieated ' ft must be a sudden call, 
for, after all, last week when you— when you came to ask 
me a small sennee, there was no question of such a sum 
"That is so,” said hfathieu ‘I — it dates from jester 

suddenly thought of Matccll^ he saw her in his 
mmd’s eye, a smistw, naked figure in the pink room, and 
be added m a pleading tone that took him by surprise 
“Jacques, I need this money" 

^Jacques eyed him with cunosity. and Mathieu bit his 
bps, when tlicy ««rC together, the two brothers wcie 
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not in the habit of displaying their feelings with sudi 
emphasis 

“As bad as all that? Fm suipnsed You are certainly not 
the man-- You — in the otduury way jeu borrow a httle 
money from me because you either can’t or won’t manage 
your affaiB properly, but I would never have believed— 
I’m no^ of course, aslang you any questions,” he added m 
a faintly interrogahve tone. 

Mathieu hesitated should he tell him it was income- 
tax? No Jacques knew he had paid it m May 

“Marche is pregnant,” he said curtly 

He felt himsdf blush and shook his shoulders, why not, 
after all? Why this sudden and consummg shame? He 
looked straight at his brother with aggressive eyes Jacques 
assumed an air of interest 

' Did you want a child?” He dehberately pretended not 
to understand 

“No," said Mathieu curtly "It was an acadent ” 

"It would certainly have suipnsed me," said Jacques, 
"but, after aH, you might have wanted to cany your «pe- 
nences as fat as possible outside the established order'' 

'Yes, but it isn’t that at all ” 

A silence followed, and then Jacques contmued blandly 
“Then when is the wedding to be?" 

Mathieu flushed with wrath as always, Jacques refused 
to face the situabon candidly, he obstinately revolved 
around it^ and m so doing his mind was searching eagerly 
for an eyne from which he could take a vertical view of 
other people’s conduct Whatever might be said or done 
to him, his fct reaction was to get above the conflict, 
he could see nothing except from above, and he had a 
prcdflechon for eyncs 

"We have dcaded on an operation for aborbon,” said 
Matliieu brutally 

Jacques did not lift an ejebrow "Have you found a 
doctor?” he asked with a noncommittal air 

"Yes” 


"A reliable man? From what you have told me, the 
young lad/s health is ddicate.” 

"1 have fnends who assure me he's all nght ” 

"Yes,” said Jacques ‘Yes, obviously " 
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He closed his <^es for an instant, reopened them, and 
laid the tips of his fingers together 

"In sho^" said ' if I have properly understood you, 
what has happened a this you have fust heard that your 
girl is pr^anl; you don’t want to many, being agamst 
your principles, but you consider yourself as pledged to 
her by bes as stnet as those of manuge. Not wanting 
to marry her not to damage her teputafaon, you have 
dcaded on an opetabon for abortion imder the best pos- 
sible condibons Fnends have recommend you a trust 
worthy doctor who charges a fee of four thousand francs, 
and there is nothing left for you to do but to get the 
money Is that it?’ 

‘ Exactly,” said Mathieu 

"And why do you want tiic money by tomorrow?” 

“The fellow I have la view is leaving for Amenca in a 
week” 

* Right,” said Jacques "I understand ” 

He lifted his )0med hands to Ae level of hu eyes and 
contempbted them with the precise expression of one 
now m a posibon to draw conclusions nom his words 
Sut Mathieu bad made no mistalx a lawyer doesn’t 
conclude an affair so quicUy Jacques had dropped his 
bands and laid them one on eaw kner^ he was sitting well 
back in his chair, and the h^t had gone out of his eyes 
“The authonbes are inclined to be severe on aborbons at 
the moment” 

“I know,” said Mathieu, "they get a fit of doing so 
from tune to tunc. Th^ catch a few poor devils who 
can t protect themselves, but the great specialists don t 
have to worry ” 

' You mean that that's unjust," said Jacques "I'm 
entirely of your opinion Bat I don t wholly disapprove of 
the results By force of arciimstances, your poor devils are 
herbalists or clumsy old women who use duty instru- 
ments, the attenbons of the police do weed them out, 
and that's something” 

“Well, there it is,” said hladueu wcanly ' I have come 
to ask you for four thousand francs ” 

“And — ■” said Jacques, ' are you quite sure that aborbon 
IS in accordance with your pnooples? ' 



I don’t know, it’s for >ou say You are a paafist 
because jou respect human hf^ and )ou intend to destroy 
a life.” 

"I have quite made up my mmd,” said Mathieu “More- 

over, though I may be a T don t r<yper» htiman 

thi^s DO suca implica tion” 

Indecdl" said Ja^ues “I thought-— ” And he looked at 
Mathieu with amus^ complacency ‘ So here you are in 
the guise of an m^tiadel It doesn’t suit you at all, my 
poor Thieu.” 

"He’s afraid 1 shall get caughh" thought Mathieu "He 
won’t give me a sou.” It ought to have been possible to 
say to him "If you let me have the money, you run no 
nsk; I shall get m touch with a clever man who is not on 
the police records If you refuse, I shall be obliged to send 
Marcelle to a low-down abortionist, and in Biat case I 
could guarantee nothmg, because the police know them 
all and may pull them m any day” But these arguments 
were too direct to inSueoce Jacques Mathieu maely said 
"Abortion is not infanhcide’’ 

Jacques picked up a dgarette and lit it "Tru^” he 
observ^ with detachment ’ I agree, abortion u not infanh 
ade, it is ‘metaphjsical' murder” He added gravely ’My 
dear Mathieu, I have no objeebons to meUphj'sicu mur 
del, any more than to any perfect crime. But that you 
should commit a metaphysic^ murder — j-ou, bang what 
you are — " He clicked his ton^e disapprovingly "No, 
that would be quite out of the picture ” 

It was all up, Jacques would refuse, and Mathieu iiught 
as well go away However, he cleared hts throat and to 
salve his consaence, said ‘Then you can’t help me?" 

“Tlease understand me^” said Jacques ‘ I don’t refuse 
to do you a service, but would tins be really doing you a 
service? Added to whi^ I m quite sure >ou’ll easily get 
the money you need ” He rose abruptly, as though he 
had made a decision, went up to his brother, and put a 
fneadly hand on his shenildet "Listen, Thieu, he said 
corduUy “Assume I have refused I don t want to help 
you to tell yourself a he. But I have another suggestion 
to make. 
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Mathiea, who was about to get up, subsided into his 
chair, and the old fiaternal rescntaient took possession of 
him once more. That Snn but gentle pressure on hu 
shouldemas more than he could stand, he threw his bead 
back and saw Jacques's face foreshortened. 

“Tell myself a lie! Look here; Jacques, say you don’t 
want to be mured up in a case of abortion, that you dis- 
approve of it, or that you haven’t the ready money, and 
you’re perfectly vwthm your nghts, nor shall I resent it. 
But this talk of lying a nonsense, here’s no lymg m it at 
all I don’t want a child a child is coming, and I propose 
to suppress it; that’s all “ 

Jacques withdrew his hand and took a few steps with 
a meditative air 'He’s going to make me a speech,” 
thought Mathicu “f oughtn’t to have let myself m for an 
argumenL” 

“Mathicu," said Jacques in a calm tone, "I know you 
better than you think, and you distress me. I've long 
afraid that something like this would happen this coming 
child IS the logical result of a situabon into whKb yon 
entered of your own free wdl, and you want to suppress it 
because you won't acc^t all the consequences of jout 
acts Come, shall I tdl you the truth? I date say you 
aren’t lying to yoursdf at (Jus precise moment the trouble 
is that your whole life is built upon a he." 

' Cany on," said Mathicu “I don’t mind Tell me what 
it IS I’m trying to evade ’’ 

“You are trying,” said Jacques, "to evade the fact that 
you’re a bourgeois and ashamed of it I myself reverted 
to bourgeoisie after many abemtions and contracted a 
mamage of convenience with the party, but you are a 
bourgeois by taste and temperament, and it’s your tem- 
perament that’s pushing you into mamage For you <tro 
married, Mathicu,” said he forcibly 

“First I heard of U," said Mathicu 

“Oh jes, you are; only you pretend you aren’t because 
you are possessed by theories You hai e fallen into a habit 
of hfe with this young woman you go to see her quietly 
four days a week and you ^>end the night with her That 
has been going on for seven years, and there’s no adventure 
left m it, you respect her, you feel obligations towards 
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her, you don't want to leave her And I'm quite sure that 
>oui sole object isn't pleasure I even imagine that, 
broadly speabn^ however \ivid the pleasure may have 
been, it has by now bt^un to fade. In fact, I esepect you sit 
beside her in the evenmg and tell her long stones about 
the events of the day and aslc her advice m difficulties ” 

“Of course,” said hlathicu, shtuggmg his shoulders He 
was funous with himself 

“Very well,” said Jacques, “will you tell me how that 
differs from marriage — except for cohabitation?” 

“Except for cohabitation?” said hlathieu ironically 
"Excuse me, but that's a quibble.” 

“Oh,” said Jacques, "being what you are, it probably 
doesnt cost jou much to do without that” 

"He has never said so much about my affairs,” thought 
Mathieu, "he is taking his levengc." The thing to do was 
to go out and slam the door But Mathieu was wdl aware 
that he would stay unbl the end he was seized by an 
aggressive and maliaous impulse to discover his brother's 
true opimort 

“But why do you say it probably docsn t cost me much, 
being what I am?" 

“Because }0U get a comfortable hfe out of the situation, 
and an appearance of liberty you have all the advan 
tages of marnage and you eiqiloit >001 pnnaples to avoid 
its inconveniences You refuse to regubnze the position, 
which jTJu find quite easy If aojonc suffen from all llus. 
It isn t you " 

"MarccHe shares my ideas on marnage,” said Mathieu 
acidlj; he heard pnmounce each word and felt 

extremely ill at ease 

“Oh,” said Jacques, “if she didn’t share them she would 
no doubt be too proud to admit it to yoiL The fact is 
you're beyond my comprehension pu, s o prornpt w ib 
i ndigTUtKin when | ^ti hea r of an in|ushce , )Ou keep tKu 
wonua ior jais m a nmnUuUng position, for the sole 
plcaiurc of telling jouiself that you re respecting your 
pnnaples It wouldn t be so bad if it were true, if you 
really did adapt your life to your ideas But I must tell 
you once more, j-ou are as good as mamed, you have a 
delightful apartment, you get a compctcit salary at fixed 
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“I should myself ha\e thought,'* said Jacques, “that 
freedom consisted in franMy confronting situahons inrt 
which one has deliberately entered, and accepting all ones 
responsibilities But that, no doubt, is not your view 
condemn capitalist socirty, and you are an official lo 
that society, jou display an abstract sympathy with Com- 
munists, but you taie care not to commit yourself, 
have never vot«i You despise the bourgeois class, and jrt 
jou arc a bourgeois, son and brother of a bourgeois, a«d 
you live liie a bourgeois ** 

hfathieu waved a hand, but Jacques refused to be 
interrupted 

•*YO-U _have. howew. reached th e age of rcasoflij^y 
poor Mathieu,” said he, in a tone ©rpityind of'wamme 
’But >ou try to dodge that fact too, you try to pretend 
you’re younger tlian you are. Well — perhaps I'm doing 
you an injustice. Perhaps you haven’t la fact reached the 
age of reason, it^s really a moral age — ^perhaps I’ve got 
there sooner &an you have ’* 

“Now he’s ofi,’’ thought Ntalhieu, “he’s going lo tell me 
about his youth ” Jacques was very proud of his youth, it 
was his moral guarantee, it pennittrf him to defend the 
cause of order with a good conscience; for Eve years he 
had assiduously aped all the fashionable dissipations, he 
had dallied with sutrcalum, conducted a few agreeable 
iove-aSairs, and occasionally, before malmg love, he bad 
aihaled ethyl cblonde from a handlcrchi^ One fine day 


he had reformed Odette brought him a dowry of six 
hundred tliousand francs He had written to Mathieu “A 


man must have the courage to act like everybody else, 
in order not to be like anybody” And he had bought a 
lawyer's practice. 

“I m not bringing your youA up against you," said he. 


‘ Oa the contrary you had lud^ in avoiding certain mis' 
demeanors Nor, indeed, do 1 i^et my own Tlie fact is 
Me both had to work off the mstmcts we inherited from 
our old bngand of a grandfether The difference is that I 
worked them off at one go» while you ate dnbbling them 
away, indeed, )Ou haven’t finished the process I fancy 
that fundamentally you were mudi less of a bngand than 
I, and tlut is what is ruining you h fe is an mcessant 
c ompromise between an ultimately slight incl ination 
t owards revolt and anarchy and your deeper im pu l^ t hat 
d irect ^ou towards ordn, moral hMlth, and I might 
almost say routine, l he reult is that you are stilCat your 

age; an irresponsihle student My dear old chap, look 

yourself in the face you are thirty four years old, you are 

getting shghtly bald — not so bald as I am, I admit— your 

youth has gone, and the bohemian hfe doesn t suit yoa at 

all Besides, what is bohemianism, after all? It was amps' 

mg enough a hundred years ago, but today it is simply a 

name foi a handful of eccentnes who ase no danger to 

anybody and have missed the tram Yi;>u have aHamed 

the_age of reason. Mathieu. you have attained the age 

o f -reason, or yftn ought to bave done so/’Tie lep^ed 
with an apstrarted^ ir 

"fttil" s^dlSfathTeu “ YoQf age Df_ieasQn-U_the age of 

But Jacques was not listcmng His face suddenly cleared 
and hnghtened, and he went on bnsUy 
“Listen, as I said, rm going to make you a proposal, if 
you refuse, you won’t find much difficulty m ^tbng hold 
of four ^ousand francs, so I don’t feel any compunction 
I am prepared to put ten thousand francs at youi disposal 
if >t)u many the girL" 

Mathieu had foreseen this move; in any event, it pro- 
vidod Tiim with a tolerable cut that would save hiS face. 

*Thank )-ou, Jacques,” he said, getting up “You are 
really too kind, but it won t do I don t say you are wrong 
all along the lin^ but if have to marry some ^y, i t 
pi iist be 1 to. At Uus moment it would just 

be a clumsy effort to get myself out of a mess ” 

Jacques got up too “Think it over,” said he, ‘ take jour 
lime. Your wife would be very welcome here, as I need 
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not tell you, I have o>nfida]ce in your choice, Odette 
be delighted to wdcome her as a fnend. Besides, iny wire 
knows nothing of yout pnvate life " 

"I have already thoiight it over,” said Malhieu 
“As you please,” said Jacques cordially — was he leauy 
much put out? And he added ' When shall we see 
‘ I II come to lunch on Sunday,” said Mathieu. 
‘ Good by ” 

‘ Good by,” said Jacques, “and of couise if jou change 
your mmd, my offer still holds " , r » ii 

Mathieu Smiled and went out without replying ‘ It s all 
over,” he thought, ‘ it’s all over ’ He ran down the stai^ 
he was not exactly in a cheerful mood, but he felt he 
wanted to burst into song At this moment Jacques would 
be seated in his chair, stanng into vacancy, and saying to 
himself with a sad, grave smile ‘ I'm womed about that 
boy, though he has reached the age of reason ” 0^ P® 
haps he had looked m on Odette ‘ I’m distressed about 
Mathieu I cant tell you why But he isnt reasonable 
What would she say? Would she play the part of the 
mature and tfioughtful wife, or would she extricate herscif 
vwtb some bnef words of cooanwdabon without looking 
up from her book? 

Whaeupon Mathieu remembered that he had foigot 
ten to say good by to OdetteTHe felt rather remorseful, 
indeed he was in a remorseful mood Was it true? Did he 
keep Marcelle in a humiljabog position? He remembered 
Marcelle's violent tirades agamst mamage He had indeed 
proposed it to her Once Five years ago Rather vagudy, 
indeed, and Marcelle had laughed m his face “Alas," he 
thought, ' my brother always inspires me with an infenor 
ity complex." But no it wasn t really that; whatever his 
own sense of guilt, Mathieu had never failed to defend 
his posibon against Jacques ’ But here ts a damned fellow 
who makes me sick. When I cease to feci ashamed m his 
company, I m ashamed for his sake Weil, weft , is 
nevCT finished withp nc's fa mily, i t s hkoihc smallMjc that 
c atches you a $_a cbild and jeaves. you marked for iifc" 
There was a clieap cafd at the comer of the roe Montor 
gueiL He went m and found the tclqihonc booth in a 
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dark recess He felt his heart flutter as he unhooked the 
receiver c 

“Hello! Hdlol Marcelle?” 
hlarcelle had a telephone in her own room 
“Is that you? ' said she. 

“Yes” 

“Wen?” 

“Well, the old •woman is impossible ” 

“Hm,” said Maicelle in a dubious tone. 

“Absolutely She was three parts drunk, her place sbnks, 
and you shoifld see her handsi Besides, she's an old brute.” 
“All nghL And then— 7” 

“Well, I’ve got someone in view Through Sarah Some- 
one very good ” 

"Ahl" said Marcelle with mdifierence And she added 
“How much?” 

‘Tour thousand ” 

“How much? ’ repeated Marcdle, incredulously 
“Four thousand 

"You seel It's impossibly I shall have to go—” 

"No you won’t,” said Mathicu forcibly I’ll borrow it ” 
“From whom? From Jacques?” 

“I've just left him He refuses ” 

“Daniel?" 

“He refuses too, the swiny I saw him this mormng and 
I’m sure he was stuSed with money " 

“You dido t tell him it was for — that?" asked Maicelle 
sharply. 

“No ” said Mathieu 
“What are you going to do?" 

“I don t know ” He realized that his voice lacd:ed assur 
ance, and he added firmly “Don t get worked up We 
have foity-aght hours I’ll get the money The devil s m 
It if I can’t get four thousand francs somewhere.” 

"Well, get it,” said Maicelle in a queer tone, "get it” 
“I’ll telephone to j-ou. Shall I be seemg you tomonow? ' 
“Yes " 

“Are you all nght?” 

“Perfectly ” 

"You — )ou aren’t too—* 


121 


“Yes,” said Marcdle hoacsdx "I’m in mis^y" And she 
added jn a gendex tone **WdI, do tbc best jx>u can, my 
poor old boy " 

“1 11 bnng you the four thousand francs tomorrow c^•^ 
ning, ' said Nfatlueu He hesitated for a moment and then 
said with an effort "I love you." 

He emerged from the booUi, and as he wa&cd through 
the cal6 he could shll hear Matedlc’s dry voice "I m in 
mjsciy ’ She was angiy with him. And yet he was doing 
the best he could “In a humiliatiog posihon Am I 
ing her m a humiliatmg posibon? And if—" He stopped 
dead at the ed^ of tlie sidewalk. And if she wanted the 
child? Tliat would burst up everything, he had hot to 
thifil. so for a second and everything acquired a different 
meaning, that was quite another story, and hfathicu, 
Matiueu himself, was transformed from head to beds, he 
had been telling himself lies all along and was playiog 
a truly sordid role, rortuiutely it warn t true, it couldi^ 
be true; ‘ I have too often heard ha Uugh at ha aurned 
fnends when they woe going to have children wwed 
vessels^ she used to cal! them, and soy T hey re burstin g 
wi th onde because Ui^te going Ip laj an c^ ' A womaa 
who say^Uut hasn't the nyit to "Witch ova to tlie sent** 
mental view, that surely would be an abuse of confidence. 
And Marceffe is incapable of (hat, she would have told 
me. slie would surely havT told me, we told each otha 
evciyllung, and then — Ob heUt** lie was sick of turning 
round and round in this tncxtncablc tangle^MarccUev 
Indi, money, money. Inch, MatcdJe— “i II do everything 
needful, hut 2 don’t want (o think about it any more; lot 
Cods sake; I must now Uimk of something else.” He 
Uiouglit of Bruua, but tlut was an even glooinia sub- 
ject a dead fncndship, he felt nervous and depressed 
because he was going to sec bun again. He caurlit sight of 
a newspapakK^ and went op toi( ’ Parw.MiSi, plasc.’' 

lhac wne none Uf^ »o lie ttwk a puper at landom 
it was the hxeefnor hlaihicu ptoduced lus ten sous and 
earned it off Esrebior wasu t an ob^cctioiuhle townul, it 
was pnated on come pajjcr, with a dull, velwjy Upic«.a 
tonus. It didn't succeed ui makms yoy W jou? t«npa. 
it mciely dagujlcd )mi wuh bf« while leading jt. •‘ActuI 
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bombardment of Valencia ” Mathieu read, and looked up 
With a vague sense of imtabon the rue Rdaumur, a street 
of blackened copper Two o'dock, the moment of the day 
vvhen the heat was most menacing, it curled and crackled 
down the center of the street like a long electnc spark. 
"Forty airplanes aided over the center of the aty for an 
hour and dropped a hundred and fifty bombs The exact 
number of dead and Viounded is not yet ascertamed " He 
nobced out of the comer of his eye, beneath the headlme, 
a horad, huddled httle paragraph in itahcs, which looked 
very chatty and convinang From our Special Corre- 
spondent,’ and gave the figures Mathieu turned over the 
page, he did not want to know any more A speech by 
Monsieur Flandin at Bar le-Duc France crouching behind 
the Maginot lane A statement by Stokowski — I shall 
never marry Greta Garbo Mote about the Wodmann 
affair The King of England s visit Pans awaitmg her 
Pnnee Chanrung All Frenchmen Mathieu shudd^eted, 
and thought All Frenchmen ar e swme ' Gomez had 
once said so la a letter from Madii3rHe closed the paper 
and benn to read the special coneepondent s dispatch 
oa front page Fifty dead and three hundred wounded 
had already been counted, but that was not the total, there 
were certainly corpses under the debns No aiiplanes, no 
AA. guns Mathieu fell vaguely guilty Fifty dead and 
three hundred wounded — ^what exactly did Uiat signify? 
A full hospital? Something like a bad railway acadent? 
Fifty dead There were thousands of men in France who 
had not been able to read theu paper that mommg with 
out feelmg a clot of anger nse in their throaty thousands 
of men who had clenched theu fists and muttered 
‘ Swinel ’ Mathieu clenched his fists and muttered 
‘ Swtnel and felt himself sbll more guilty If at least he 
had been able to discover in himself a trifling emobon that 
was ventably if modestly ahve, consaous of its limits But 
no he was empty, he was confronted by a vast anger, a 
desperate anger, be saw it and <»uld almost have touched 
it But it was inert — if it were to live and find expression 
and suffer, he must lend it his own body It was other 
peoples anger Swinet He denched his fists, he strode 
along, but nothing came, the anger remamed external to 
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Mtnself He had been to Valenaa, he had seen the l^esM 
in '34, and a great comda m which Ortega and El Estu 
diante had taken part His thoi^t arcled above the town, 
seeking a church, a road, the fafade of a house, of which 
he could say "I saw tha^ th^ve destrojed it, it no 
stands ” AbJ His tliought swooped on to a darkled 
street, lying crushed under huge monuments “I have 
there, I used to walk there in the morning, stiflmg m ui« 
scorching shade, while the sky blazed far above the 
pie’s heads Tliat’s it.” The bombs had fallen on trua 
street, on the great gray monuments, the street had been 
enormously widened, if now extended into the infenorj ^ 
the houses, there was no more shade m that street, the sty 
had dissolved and was pounng down upon the roadw^i 
and the sun beat upon the debns Something was on the 
threshold of existence, a tanorous dawn of anger M 
But It dwindled and collapsed, he was left in solitude, 
talking with the measured and decorous gait of a man m 
a funeral procession in Fans, not Valenna Pans, haunted 
by a phantom wrath The windows weie ablaze the can 
med down the street, he was walking among little men 
messed in light suits, Frenchmen, who did not look up 
the sky and were not afraid of the sky And yet it's all 
down yonder, somewhere beneath the same sun, it’s r^ 
the cars have stopped, the windows have been smashed, 
poor dumb women sit huddled like dead thickens beside 
actual corpses, they lift thar heads from time to time and 
look up at the sky, the poisonous sly — all Frenchmen are 
swme. Mathieu was hot, and the heat was actud. He 
Wiped his forehead with his handkerchief and he thought 
* One can’t force one’s deeper feelings ” Yonder was a 
terrible and tragic state of affairs that ought to arouse 
one’s deepest emotions .."U’s no use, the moment wiU 
not come. I am in Pans, in my own particular environ 
meat Jacques behind his desk saying No,' Daniel laugh- 
ing derisively, Marcclle in the pink room, and Inch whom 
I Itsscd this morning Her actual presence, repellent by 
the vciy force of its actuality Evjjyone has his own 
V'Qdd, mine u a hospital containing a pregnant Marcclle, 
and“ a Jew who asks a fee of four thousand francs Tlicrc 
are other worlds." Gomez, lie bad seized ba moment and 
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had gon^ he had been ludgr in the draw. And tlie fellow 
of the day before. He had not gone; "he must be wander 
ing about the streets, like me But if he picks up a news- 
paper and reads Bombardment of Valencia,’ he will not 
need to put pressure on himsdf, he would suffer there, 
m the ruined town Why am I caught m this loathsom e 
^ tld of noises, su r real mstniments. tuiti ve t an pdffli 'Q 
thi ij^-orld whCT c gpaiq do« not exirt?‘'Why am I not in 
the thick of it. with (^mez. witfi Brunet?. Why haven 1 1 
want ^ to go and fight? I could have chosen another 
^•odj? AnTt Airfree? 1 c an go where I please I meet 
wijh no resistance ^t that’s worse. I a m m an nnbarredi 
cag e, l am cut off fmm Spain, by — hy nnfhing, and JCt I 
cannot, pass ' He looked at the last page of Exceteor 
photographs by the speaal correspondent Bodies out 
stretdied on the pavement under a wall In the middle 
of the roadway lay a buxom old wife, on her back, her 
skirte nicked up over her thighs, and without a head 
Mathieu folded up the paper and threw it into the gutter 

Boris was waibng, outside the apartment house. tVhen 
he saw Mathieu be assumed the chilly, ngid look that was 
intended to suggest that he was not quite all there; 

* I'te )ust rung jour bcU,” he said, "but 1 think jou 
were oirt" 

"Are jou quite sure?" asked Mathieu in the same tone. 

"Not absolutely,' said Bons "All 1 can say u tliat you 
didn’t open the door " 

Mathieu looked at him dubiously It was scarcely two 
o’clock^ and in any eicnt Brunet wouldn t amve for half 
an hour 

"Come along," said he. ‘ Let's ha\e a little talk.” 

They walked upstairs. On Uic way Bons said in his 
luturai voice "Is it all right about the Sumatra this 
evening? ’ 

Mathieu turned away and pretended to be funiblipg in 
bis pocket for his keys "I don t know if I shall go,” he 
said ‘lie b«n thinking— perhaps Lola would ralbcr have 
j-ou all to herself " 

‘ No doubt," said Bom, "but what docs that matfa? 
Slicll be polite And we slnm t be alone in any case Inch 
will be there." 
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‘'You've seen Inch?" asked Mathieu, opening the door. 
“I’ve )ust left her, ’ answered Bons. 

“After }-ou/’ said Mathieu, standing aside. 

Boru went in before Mathieu and walked with ea^ 
familianty into the living room Mathieu looked at his 
an^at back witli some aversion “He has seen her,” he 
thou^t 

“You'll come?" said Bons 

He had swung round and was looking at Mathieu with 
an acpiession of quizzical affection 
“Ivich didn’t — idn t say anyilung about this evemng? 
asked Mathieu 
“This evening?” 

‘Tes I was wondenng if she meant to go she looks 
quite taken up by her examination ” 

“She certainly means to go She said it would be pnee* 
less for all four of us to make a party " 

“All four of us?” repeated Mathieu “Did she say all 
four of us?” 

"Well, yes,” said Bons ingenuously; ‘ there's Lola " 
“Then she reckons on my going? ’ 

' Of coune,” said Bom wi& astonishment. 

A silence felt Bons was leaning over the balcony and 
looking at the street Mathieu |omed him and gave him a 
thump on the back 

"I like your street,” said Bons, ' but you must get bored 
witli it in the long run I’m always suipmcd that you hve 
m an apartment” 

•Why?’ 

“I don’t know Free as you are, you ought to auction 
your furniture and live in a hotel Don t you realize what 
life would be like? You could spend one month in a Mont 
martre pothous^ the next m the faubourg du Temple 
and the next in tlie rue MouSetard 
‘ Oh well,” said hlathieu peevishly, ‘ it’s a matter of no 
importance " 

"True,” said Bons after an mteival of meditation, “il^s 
of no importance. Thcres a nng at the bell,” he added 
with an air of annojance 
Mathieu went to th^ door tt was Brunet. 
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“Good afternoon ” said Nfathieu “You— you are before 
your time.” 

‘ Well, yes,” said Brunet, witii a smile. “Do you mind? 
“Not m tiie least" 

‘ Who’s that?" asked Brunet 

“Boris Sergume," said Mathieu 

“Ah — the famous disapl^” said Brunet "I don’t know 


him” 

Boris bowed coldly and withdrew to the far end of the 
room Mathieu confronted Brunet his arms hanging loose 
at his sides 

“He hates hemg taken for my disaple ” 

‘ Quite,” said Brunet impassively 
He was rolUng a agarette between his fingers, a massive, 
indifierent figure, unperturbed by Boris’s venomous gaze 
‘ Sit down,” said Mathieu, ‘ take the arachair ” 

Brunet sat on an ordinary diair ‘No," he said ® 
smQe, "yout armchairs ate too insidious," and he added 
“Well, you old soaal traitor 1 have to make ray way into 
your lait to find you " j 

“That's not my tault" mmI Mathieu, "I have often tned 
to see you, but you were not to be found ” 

“True,” said Bninct “I have become a sort of travehng 
salesman They keep me so much on the move that there 
ate days when I can scarcely find myself ” He continue 
sympathcbcally ‘ It’s in your company that I find rri^elt 
most easily, I have a feehng I must have left myself on 
dqiont with you " 

Mathieu flung him a grateful smile. I have otten 
thought that we ought to meet more often I feel we 
should grow old less quidJy if the three of us could 
foigather now and again " , r 5 • 

Brunet ejed him with surprise. “All three of us? 
‘Well, yes — Daniel, you, and I ,1. 

‘True— Daniel, ’ said Brunet in bewilderment ^ the 
fellow still exists — and you see hun now and then, I 
suppose ” _ 

Mathieu’s pleasure vanished when he met Portal or 
Bounehcr, Brunet no doulrt said to them m the acue 
imtalcd tone Mathieu? He teache at the LyeCe Button, 
I still see him from time to tunc’' 
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“Yes, I still see lum, stiangp as it may seem,” he said 
acidly 

A silence follovicd Bninrt had laid his hands Sat on his 
knees There he was, solid and substantial, sitting on one 
of Mathieu’s chairs, loohing laUiei gnm as he leaned oscr 
a match Same. The room was with his presence^ 
witli the smoke from lus agarette^ and his measured ges- 
tures Mathicu looked at his duck, bucohe hands and 
thought “He has come ” Confidence and joy were timidly 
reviving his heart 

‘ But apart from tiiat," said Brunet, "what are you doing 
with yourself?" 

Mathieu felt embarrassed he was m fact doing nothmg 
with himself And he answered "Nothing” 

“I see. Fourteen hours’ teaching each week, and a tnp 
abroad during the long vacation '' 

"That’s about it," said Mathieu with a laugh He evaded 
Bons’s eye 

"And your brother? Still a member of the Croa-de- 
Feu?’ 

‘ No," said Mathieu “His views are changing He says 
the Crou-de-Feu aren’t dynamic enough ” 

“He sounds about npe for Donol,” said Brunet 
“There’s talk of that— in point of fact, I’ve just been 
having a tow with him,” addled Mathieu, casually. 
Brunet flung him a sharp, quick glance 
“It’s always the same I him to do me a service and 
he answers with a seimoo ” 

“And then you have a row How odd you are!” said 
Brunet ironically "Do you shJl think you can alter him?’ 
‘ Of course not," snapped Mathieu 
They fell silent for a moment and Mathieu reflected 
sadly 4at the mtemew did not seem to progress If only 
it would occur to Boris to go away But he showed no 
signs of doing so, he stood bnstling in his comer, looking 
like a sick gr^hound Brunet was sitting astndc his chair, 
and he too was stanng heavily at Bons ‘ He wants him 
b3 go away," tliought Mathieu with satisfaction He stared 
at Bons straight between the eyes, perhaps be would at 
last understand, exposed to the twin fires of boUi men’s 
gaze. 
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Bons did not move Bninet cleared his throat 
“Still working at philosophy, young man?” he asked 
Bons noddei— y« 

"How far have jou got?” 

“I’m )ust taking my d^ree,” said Bons curtly 
“Your degree,” said Brunet abstractedly "Your degree — 
that’s first rate. . ’* And he added briskly "Would you 
detest me if I took Malhieu away from you for a mo 
meat? You are lucky enough to see him every day, but 
I— Shall we take a turn outside?” he asked Mathieu 
Boris walked sbffly up to Bninet "I undentand," said 
he. “Please stay Iwdlgo" 

He bowed shghtly he was offended Mathieu followed 
him to the outer door and said cordially 'This evening; 
then I shall be there about eleven ” 

Bons relumed a wry smile ‘Thu evening ’ 

Mathieu shut the door and came back to Bmnet 
"Well,” be said, nibbing his hands, ‘ you got bun outl" 
They laughed, and Brunet said ‘ Pe:^p5 1 went rather 
too far You didn’t mind?” 

‘ On the contrary,” laughed Mathieu “It’s a habit of 
bis, and besides I’m so gbd to see you alone ” 

‘ I was in a hurry for 1^ to go,” said Brunet in a calm 
tone, "because I've only got a quarter of an hour ” 
hlathieu’s laugh broke off abruptly “A quarter of an 
hourl ’ he added vehemently T know — I know, your time 
isa t your own Indeed, it was v^ry nice of you to come ' 
“As a matter of fac^ I was actually engaged all day 
But this mormng, when I saw your dreary face; I thought 
I must absolutely have a word with you " 

“Did I look awful?” 

“You did mdeed, my poor chap Rather yellow, rather 
pu%, and your eyelids and the comers of your mouth 
were twitching So I said to myself,” he went on affeo- 
tionately, "I must do what I can for him ” 

Mathieu coughed ‘ I didn’t know I had such an expres- 
sive face. . I had slept badly,” he went on with an effort 
‘ I m womed— just like everybody else, you know just 
'^’Omed about money” 

Brunet looked unoonvrooed “So much the better, if 
^fs tlie only trouble, ’ be “you 11 get out of that ail 
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nght But >ou loolced much more like a fellow who had 
just realized that he had bcai living on ideas tliat don't 
pay ” 

’ Oh, idcasl” said Mathieu, with a vague gesture He 
loohed with appealing gratitu^ at Brunet and he thought 
“Tliat IS why he came He had his day full, a number of 
important meetings, and he put himself out to help roe” 
But all the same it would have been better if Brunet had 
eome for the simple reason that he wanted to see him 
again. 

“Look herc^” said Brunet, ‘ill come straight to the 
point I'm here to make )ou a proposal will you join the 
party? If you agree, 1 11 take you along and it will all be 
settled in twenty minutes ’ 

Mathieu started ‘The party — Communist Party, you 
mean? ’ 

Brunet bunt out laughing, screwed up his eyes, and 
showed his hnlliant teeth 

‘ Well, of coune,” said he, * you don’t imagiac that I 
want you to joui La Roeque? ' 

A silence fell ‘Brunet,” asked Mathicu quietly, "why 
are you so keen on my burning a Communist? Is it for 
my own good or for the good of the party?" 

‘ For your own good," said Brunet “You needn’t look 
so suspiQous I haven t b^me a lecniibng sergeant for 
the Communist Party And let us get this quite dear the 
party doesn’t need you To the party you represent notli 
ing but a little capital of intelligence— and weve got all 
the mtdlectuals we want But you need the party” 

“It’s for my good,” repeated Mathieu “For my good 
Listen,” he repeated brusquely, ' i wasn’t expecting your — 
your proposal, 1 m rather taken aback, but — ^but I should 
like you to tcU me what you think As you know, I hvc 
among schoolboys who thmk about nothing but them 
selves, and admire me on pnnciple No one ever talks to 
me about myself, and tlieie are times when I can t seem 
to get hold of what I am So you thmk I need to comm it 
_mvself7 ” 

‘ Yes," said Brunet emphabcally “Yes, you need to 
commit yourself Don t you fee! so yourself?" 

Mathieu smiled sadly he was thinking of Spam 
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"You have gone your own way," said Brunet “You are 
the son of a ^urgeois, you couldn’t come to us straight 
away, )’Ou had to free yourself first And now it’s done, 
} 0 u ate free. But what's the use of that same freedom, if 
not to )om us7 You have spent thirty five jears cleaning 
}ourself up, and the result is nil You are an odd sort of 
creature you know,” he contmued with a fnendly smOe. 
"You live m a voi<i jou have cut your bourgeois connec- 
hons, you have no tie with the proletanat, jou’re adnft, 
jou’re an abstraction, a man who is not there. It can t be 
an amusmg sort of life,” 

"No,” said Mathieu, “it isn’t an ammmg sort of life.” 
He went up to Brunet and shook him the shoulders 
He was very fond of Brunet "You are, m fact a blasted 
old reciuibng-sergeant” he. "Fra glad to have jou 
say all that to me " 

Brunet smQed an absent smQe; he was still pursumg his 
idea " You renounced everythin g m order to be free,” he 
said ‘Take one step TufUiCT.' renounce you r own tre^aq][f 
and^rvthmg shall be rendered opto you " 

“Y^ taiklike a parson," said MauueiTIaughmg "No, 
but senously, old boy, it w^do’t be a sacrifice, you know 

I know quite wdl that I shall get everything back— fiesh, 

blood and genume passions You know. Brunet I’ve finally 

lost all sense of r^ty noUung now seems to be alto- 

geUiCT true ?’ 

TTrunct did not answer he was roeditabug He bad a 
heavy, bnck-colored fac^ drooping features, and reddish 
lashes, very pale and vciy long A Prussian cast of coun 
tenance. Mathieu, every time be saw him, was conscious 
of a sort of uneasy cunosty in his nostrils, and he sniffed 
a httit in the expectation that he would suddenly inhale 
a strong animal smell But Brunet had no smell 
“Now you are very neat” said Mathieu "Everything 
you touch looks reab Since you have been m my room, it 
seems to me an actual room, and it revolts me.” He added 
abnjptly 'Tou are a man ” 

"A man?” asked Brunet with surprise. “It would be 
awkward if I wasn’t ^Vh3tdo you mean by that? ’ 
‘Exactly what I say you have chosen to be a man " 

A man with powerfti^ other knotted muscles, who 
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iImU in brief, ttcro truths, a man «cct ai«l scU<ocVcd, 
sure of liuTVicIf, a nun of Um earth, mipcrviom to the 
angelical allurcmciitj of at^ p^ciiology, anti iwhtics, a 
uliole man, nothing but a mm And Matliicu wai Uictc, 
confronting him incsolulc, half hu life gone, and stfU 
JiaifMw, asjafled by all the «rtjroe» of non humanity; 
and he thougjrt “1 dont c\cn loot Ulea nun" 

Dmnet got up and «*3lVcd towards Mathiai. Come, do 
as 1 did What pic\cnts you? Do you suppose you can hve 
you whole hfc between parentheses?" 

bfathicu eyed him dubiously Of course not," he said, 
“of course not \ud if I clioose, I must clioosc j-our side, 
tlicic is no other choice 

'’Ihcre is no oUict choice " repeated Brunet, He waited 
a few moments and then said well?" 

“Let me catch my breath said \tathicu. 

Breathe by all mcitu sard Brunet, 'but male haste. 
Tomorrow jou mU be too old you will lure aeqm/cd 
your little habits you will be the slaie of your owii freo- 
ifom And pahapj too the norld will be too old" 

} Jo.e? ofldenta/rd ttid \Uthicu 
Brunet glanced at him and said quicUy ‘ We shall be 
at w-ar m Septembcf 

You tc yoking," said Matliicu 
You can believe roc, tlic English know it, the French 
GoNTroment has been warned m Oic second fortnidit of 
Scpteinbcx the Cermans wdl enter Cz^oslos'aVaa 
Gossip of that kind—" said Malhicu imtably 
You don t seem to understand a tlung," said Brunet 
with annoyance But he recovered his composure and 
added nuldly It is true that if you did undasUnd, I 
shouldnt have to clamp cveryUung down fot you Now 
listen you are a footslogger hie myself Suppose you go 
in your present state of mind You 11 burst a bubble 
You II haie dreamed away your thirtyfive years of hfe 
and then one fine dap a sbeU wiH btosv jour dresow W 
bits, and you will die without ever h3v^ng waked up- You 
have Ii^en a hidebound oScaal, you will make a ndiculoirt 
hero, and you will fall without having undcnlood any* 
tiling, solely to help Monsieur Sdinada to mamtain his 
uiicicsts in the Skoda works 
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“And what about you?” as1«d Mathieu He added with 
a smile “I m very much afraid, my dear fellow, that 
Marxism won't protect joo from bullets ” 

“I m afraid so too,” said Brunet “You biow where they 
wd] send me? To the Maginot lane 'Thats a sure and 
certain Jcnod,-out.” 

“Well, then?” 

“ It's not the same thing, it's a deliberate nsk Nothin g 
can now deprive my [iTe of its mMtung. l iothing can 
vent its being a destiny ” And he added bnskly ^Gte 
ev^ comrade's lifcTfor that nutter ” 

He sounded as though he dreaded the sin of pnde. 

Mathieu did not answer; he leaned his elbows on the 
balcony and thought “ITiat was well said " Brunet was 
right, his life was a dcsbny His age, hts class, his tun^ 
he had deliberately assumed tbem all, he had chr^cQ the 
blackjack that would strike bun on the tcxnple, the Gci 
man shell tliat would shatter him to pieces He had louie d 
up, he had renounced his f re edom, he was hot h mj? Wt a 
ytdief iyid ev -e rything had bee n tendaed unto him, eve n 
ms frecdor a~^H e ft«r t ha n 1 h e iS-m_hanT>Qny w^ 
Siniseit andlnth Uie pa^ " There he was, catiemdy rea^ 
vnuT^ actual sa\o7 of Tobacco m his mouth, the colors 
and tlie forms with which he filled his c>c$ were more 
actual, more intense, than those which Mathieu could sc^ 
and yet, at the same moment, he reached across the whole 
ciit^ suffering and struggling with the prolctanans of all 
counlnes “At this moment, at this very moment, thac 
are men firing point blank at one another in the suburbs of 
Madnd, thae are Austrun jew^ agonizing m concailra- 
tioQ camps, there are Chinese buned under the nuns of 
Nanking, and hoe I am, to o^cct health, I fed quite 
free, in a Quarter of an hour 1 shall take my hat and go 
fora walk in the Luxembourg” He turned towards Brunet 
and looked at him with bittcmcss. "X am one of t he_u7»' 
” he thought. 

^Thc/ve bombardod Valencia,” he said suddenly, 

"I kiiow," said Brunet. *nierc wasn't an A A. gun m 
we whole town The bombs fell on a roaiict” 

He had not clcndicd hxs fists, he had not abandoned 
iuj cicasuicd tone, fus rather sleepy attitude, and )ct it 
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was he who had been bombarded, it was lus brotliers and 
sisters, his children, who had been killed Mathicu sat 
down m an armchair “Your armchairs are insidious.” fie 
got up quickly and sat on the comer of the table. 

“Well?” said Brunet He seemed to be watching him. 
“Well,” said Mathicu, “you're lucky.” 

“Lucky to be a Communist?” 

*Tes ” 

“Wliat a thing to say! It’s a matter of choice, old boy." 
“I know You're lucky to have been able to cho ose” 
Brunets facT hardened a little, " that me^ that you 
aren’t going to be equally lucky ” 

Well, an answer was oqiected He is waiting Yes or 
no l oin the part y, inject a meani ng into lif e, choose to 
be a rna'n, to'act'an'd toTielieve” That would he salvation. 
Brunet kqjt his eyes on him 
'Tou refuse?” 

“Yes,” said Mathicu m desperation “Yes^ Bmneh I 
refuse.” 

And he thought “He came to offer me the best tiling 
m the world “It isn’t final," he continued. “Later on—” 
Bmnet shrugged his shoulders “Later on? If you're 
counting on an inner inspiiatioo to ma^ up your mind, 
you may have to wait a long bme Do you imagine that I 
was convinced when I joined Ac Communist Party? A 
conviction has to he created " 

Mathieu smiled sadly “I know Aat Go down on your ■' 
knees and you will believe I dare say juu are nght. But. I 
want to believe first " 

“Naturally," ejaculated Brunet ‘Tou’re all the sam^ 
you intellatuals everyAmg is cracking and collapsing, 
the guns are on Ae point of going off, and you stand Acre 
calmly claiming Ae right to be convinced If only you 
could see younelves wiUi my eyes, you would understand 
Aat time presses ” 

“Certainly, time presses, and what Aen?” 

Bmnet slapped his indignantly “There you are. 
You pretend to regret your skqiticism, but you elmg to it 
It’s your moral support The moment it is attack^, you 
sbek to it savagely, just as your broAer sticks to his 
money.” 
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To wtich Mathieu replied mfldly “Is there anything 
savage about my demeanor at this moment?” 

“I don’t say — ” said Brunet 

A silence fell Brunet seemed mollified “If only he 
could understand m^” thought Mathieu He made an 
eSort to convincs Brunet uras his sole temaioing chance 
of convincing himself 

“ I have nothing to defend I am not proud of mv lif e, 
and rm penniless My freedom? Its a_buTd^ to mei for 

y^rs past 1 have been free, and to no purpose I simply 

long to exchange it for a good sound certainty I wou ld 
have ask^ notlung brtter tharTto wo r k with you, it v/ould 
t ake me out ot m^elf. and 1 need to forget myself Tor 'a 
bit. Besides, 1 agT« mtli^ouThat no one can be a man 
who has not d^^ei^ somethin gs Is^.pe- 

pared to die " 

Unmet hii raised his head “Well? And then?” he said, 
almost gaily. 

"Well, there it is I can't join, I haven't enough reasons 
for doing so I am as angiy as you are, and with the same 
'people and the same things, Wt not violently enough 1 
caoT help it If I started parading, raising my fist and 
sinemg the Intemationat, and if I proclaims myself satis* 
fied with all that, I should he idling myself a lie.” 

Brunet had assumed his most massive and bucohe air, 
he stood like a great tower Mathieu looked at him with 
despair 

“Do you Understand Brunet? Do you really under 
Stand me?” 

“I don’t know if I undentand you very well,” said 
Brunet “But^ in any case, you have no need to justify 
youndf, no one is accusing you You are waiting for a 
better opportunity, as you have a nght to do I hope it 
will come soon ” 

“I hope so too ” 

Biunct eyed him with cunosity “Are you sure you do?” 

^ Certamly " 

Yes? Very well, so much the better Only I’m afraid it 
won t come so very soon ” 

That's what I've been thinking,” said Mathieu ‘T'le 
been thinking that it may iwt come at all, or too lat^ or 
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perhaps that there is no such thing as an opportunity.” 
"And then?” 

“Well, in that case the loss is mine. That’s all.” 

Brunet got up. “Then Acre we are," he said. "Well, 
my dear fellow, I’m very glad to have seen you, all the 
same." 

Mathieu got up too. "You won t— you won t go oS like 
that? Surely you have a minute or two to spared’ 

Brunet looked at his watch. ‘Tm late already.” 

A silence fdl Brunet waited politely. "He mustn’t go, 
I must talk to him,” diought Mathieu. But he could not 
find anything to say to him. 

“You mustn’t he angry with me about this," said he 
hurriedly. 

“Of course I’m not angry," said Bmnct. “You aren't 
compelled to think as I do.” 

‘That isn't true,” said ^thieu drearily. “I know your 
sort: >ou do believe that a man is compelled to think as 

i ou do, if he isn't a rotter. You regard me as a totter, 
ut you won’t tell me so, because you view the case as 
demeiaie.” 

Brunet smiled faintly. "I don’t take you for a rotter,” 
said he "The plain fact is that you are less detached from 
your class than I thought” 

Still talking, he had drawn nearer to the door. 

“You can’t think," said Mathieu, “how grateful I am to 
you for commg to see me and oSenng me your help, 
merely because I looked awful this morning. You are right 
you know, I do need hdp. B ut itis your own help I wan t— 
not Karl Marx’s help. I shouldlie to see you oiten and 
talk to you— IS that impossible?" 

Bmnet averted his eyes, "I would be very willing,” he 
said, "but I haven’t much time.” 

And Mathieu thou^t: "Obviously. He was sorry for me 
this morning and 1 put him off. And now we are strangers 
to each other once more. I have no claim on his time.” 
But he said, despite himself: "Brunet, don’t you remem- 
ber? You were once my best friend.” 

Bmnet was fiddling with the door-handle. “Why, then, 
do you think I cam^ If you had acceptoi rny offer, we 
could have worked togc&cr. ...” 
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The> fell silent Mathieu bought ‘lie is m a huny, be 
IS tembly anxious to gel away” 

Brunet added, witliout loolang at lum ‘ I still like you 
I like jour face, your hands, and your sxiice, and tfien 
there are the manones of old days But that does not alter 
matters My only fnends, at present are the comrades of 
the party, wth them I have a whole world m common " 
“And you think we no longer have anything m com 
mon?" asked Mathieu 

Brunet shrugged ha shoulders and did not reply One 
noid would have sufEced, one sole word, and Alathieu 
would have recovered everything, Brunei’s fnendship, 
s ome reasons for being ahve A prospect as allunng as 
s{Mp~Malhieu stiaiglitcned himself abruptly ‘ I mustn't 
keep you, ’ said he ' Come and see me when you have the 
tunc.* 

‘Certainly,” said Brunet ‘‘And if you should change 
jour mind, send rac word ” 

'Certainly,” said Mathieu 

Brunet had opened the door He smiled at Mathieu and 
nas gone, Thou^t Mathieu He was my best fnend ” 

He had dqiartcd He was walking along the streets, 
With the pitching, rolling gait of a sailor, and the streets 
became real one by one But with him the reality of the 
room liad vanished Mathieu looked at his green, insidious 
anncfaair, bu straight chairs, his green curtains, and he 
thought 

“He won’t sit on my diairs again, he won’t look at my 
curtains as be rolls a c^aicttc, the room was no more 
than a patch of green light that quivered when a motor 
bus naacd. MatUicu went up to the window and leaned 
lus elbows on the balcony He thought ‘ I could not ae* 
cept,” ami the room was behind him like a placid sheet 
of w-aUr, only bu bead emerged above the vvatcr, the 
imiaiQus tooin was bchuid him, he kept his head above 
the water, he looked down mlo the street, thinking ‘ Is it 
hM? Is it true I couldn’t accept?” In tlie distaricc a little 
pij wa$ skippmc; the rope swung above her head like tlie 
haoole of a basket and wh^ped the ground beneath her 
f«t A suTnet afternoon, the hght spanned the street and 
the ro<^, screuc sad smooth and cold, hVc an eternal 
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verity “Is it true I'm not a rotta? The armchair is green, 
the skippmgrope is hlce a "basket handle, that's b^ond 
dispute. But where people are concerned, there’s always 
matter for dispute, eveiyttung they do can be erplamed, 
from above or from below, according to choice. 1 refused 
because I want to remain hree thats what 1 can say And 
I can also say I was a coward 1 like my green curtains, I 
like to take the air m the everung on my balcony, and I 
don’t want any change I enjoy t^ng against capitalism, 
and I don’t want it suppress^ because I should no longer 
have any reasons for doing so, I enjoy fcelmg fastidious 
and aloof I enjoy saying no, ^ways no, and I should be 
afraid of any attempt to construct a finally habitable 
world, because I should merdy have to say yes and act 
like other people From above or below who would de- 
cide? Brunet has decided be thmVt I am a rotter So does 
Jacr^ues, so does Daruel, th^ have all decided I’m a 
rotter Poor Mathieu, h^s a wash-out, he’s a rotter And 
hw can I prevail against them all? I must deade but 
what am I to deade? ' When he had said no lustnow, he 
thought himself sincere, a bitter enthusiasm had suddenly 
ansen in his heart But who, beneath that hght could have 
tei^M the smallest particle of enthusiasm? It was a 
light that ortnguuhed hope, that eternalized everything 
It touched The little girl would skip forever, the rope 
would forever swing above her head and forever whip 
fte sidewalk beneath her feet and Mathieu would look at 
her forever 

\Vhat was the use of shpping? What mdeedi What wa s 
me use of goosin g freedom? Under the same hght, at 
hladnd, at Valencia, men were standing at their windows 
lookmg at deserted and eternal streets, and saying. 
What s the use? What's the use of continuing the stru g 
^ ^tbieu went back into the room, but the hght 
pursued hun there. "My armchair, my fumituie." On the 
tabel there was a paperaei^t m the form of a crab. 
Mathieu pid:ed it up by the back, as though it were ahve. 
‘ My paperwa^t" What was the use? What was the use? 
He dropped the crab on the table and said emphatically 
to himself “I am a lousy wash-out.” 



CHAPTER IX 


I T u-as SIX o'doct On leaving his office, Danid had 
sunejed himself m the lobby nitnor and thought 
It s starbng again,” and he had been afraid He turned 
into the me Kdaumur A man could lose himsdf ther^ it 
nus ]ust a mere tunnel standing <men to the shy, a vast 
antechamber Esenmg had emptied the business premises 
on other sid^ there was, at least, no mducement to im 
agme any mtunaaes bdimd thor darkened windows 
Daniel s vision, now released, sped between those pierced 
cliSs towards the patch of pink and stagnant sky that they 
enclosed on the horizon 

U was not so easy to hidi^ even for the me Rdaumut 
he was too conspicuous The tall painted lasses who came 
out of the shops made bold eyes at him, and he was con 
scMitis of his body •‘Bitches,” said he l^ecn bu teeth 
He was afraid to breathe however much women washed, 
they always smelt Fortunately, the women wer^ in fact, 
not many, it was not a street for women, and the men 
Ignored him, they were reading thor newspapers as they 
walked aloo^ or listlessly polnhing their spectacles, or 
smiling quizzically at nothing It was md^ a crowd, 
though not a dense one, moving slowly on its way, appar 
rally crushed beneath the destiny that prevails on crowds. 
I^nicl fi^ into step With this slow procession, he adopted 
the men's somnolent smiley lhar vague and menacmg 
dciUny, and he was lost, there was nolhmg left wUhm 
but the dull thud of avalanches, he was now no more 
i” * V^'Sbaod of forgotten hglit. ' 1 shall arnvc too 
tl *1 I’ve got lime to walk a bit” 

He utM himsdf up, stiffened, and looked warily about 
tan he lud recovcrel himsdf indeed, he never slipped 
tar beynud his own contid. “I vc got tunc to walk a bit” 
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That meant “1 U tool in at the fair" it was a long whHe 
since Daniel had managed to deceive himself Inderf, 
what was the point of doing so? Did he want to go to the 
fair? Well, he would go He would go became he had not 
the slightest wish to refrain from doing so The morning 
with the cats, Mathieu s visit, then four hours’ pestilent^ 
work, and, this e\emng, Matcelle it was mtolerablo— t 
can very well allow myself a little distiacfaon,” 

Marcelle was a morass She listened for hours to what 
she was told, she said yes, yes, nothing but yes, and ideas 
disappeared into her head, she existra solely m appear- 
ance It IS all very well to play for a while with fools— 
slacken the cord and they nse into the air, vast and im 
ponderable, like elephant balloons, pull the cord, and 
down they drop to the level of the earth, where they 
gyrate distractedly, or bounce about m response to every 
jerk upon the stnng, but fools must be changed fairly 
often or the entertainment becomes tiresome. Moreover, 
Marcelle was m an unwholesome condition at the moment, 
the au in her room was hardly fit to breathe. Indeed, it 
was always difficult to refrain mm sniffing when entenng 
that room It didn t exactly smdl, but it induced an uneasy 
sensation at the base of the bronchial tubes, whicli often 
resulted in a touch of asthma “I shall go to the fair ” 
There was no need of sudi excuses, in any case, it was 
quite an innocent project he wanted to observe the ma 
ncuvers of perverts on the trad The fan on Uie boulevard 
de Sebastopol was famous m its owti hoe, it was there 
that tlie Finance Ministry official Duiat had collected the 
httle bratc that did him m The scamps who loafed round 
the penny in the^Iot macbmes awaiting emtom were 
much more amusing than dicir colleagues in Montpar 
nasse they were amateurs, half baked httle louts, bmtal, 
coarse, with raucous voices, and a sly cunning all their 
own, on the look^jut for ten francs and a dinner Then 
there were the p3}'uig clients, intensely comic creatures, 
silkily afiectionat^ with honejed voices and a furtive, 
appealing, vague expression.in that ejes Darnel could 
not stand their humility, thqr looked as if they were per 
pctually pleading guilty He wanted to knock them down, 
just as one always wants to use violence on a man self- 
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condemned and smash up his small lemainmg dignity 
He usually leaned against a pilbr and watched them as 
they preened themsdves under the bleared, derisive eyes 
of &eii young admirers Tlie clients tool- him for a detec- 
tive or for one of Ae bullies he spoiled all their 
pleasure. 

Darnel was seized with a sudden access of impatience 
and quickened his step **This is gomg to be amusmgr 
His throat was dry, and the an was dry and tomd He 
could no longer see, there was a blur before his eyes, the 
remembered vision of a tuibid hght like the yellow of an 
^yolk, repellent and allunn^ a noisome light that he 
longed to see, but it was still at away, hovenng between 
low wall^ like the smell of a cellar The rue Reaumur 
vanished, nothmg was left conftonhng him but a peispec- 
bve dotted with obstacles, in the shape of people rather 
like a nightmare Only m teal nightmares Daniel never 
readied Uie end of the street He turned into the boule- 
>‘ard de Sibastopol. which lay scorching under a clear 
sky, and slackened hu pace * Fair’ he looked up at tlie 
made sure that the faces of the passers by were un 
blown to him, and went in 
It was a long narrow hall, with brown washed walls, 
and the gaunt ugliness and vinous reek of a warehouse. 
Daniel plunged into the yellow hght >t was gloomier and 
mutkiCT than usual, and the daylight drove it mto the far 
end of tfie ball, for Damd, it was the light of seasickness 
it leimnded him of the night of nausea he had passed in 
me boat to Palermo in fiie deserted engme room there 
had been just such a yellow murk, he dreamed of it some- 
times and awakened with a start, thankful to find himself 
m darkness The hours be spent at the fait seemed to him 
punctuated by the dull, rhythmic thud of crankshafts 
Along the walls stood a row of roughly constructed 
wxes standing on four Icgr, these were the games Darnel 
knew them au the football players sixteen little figures 
or painted wood impaled on king brass wires, the polo- 
^ycts, the tm automobiles that ran on a fdt-<»vercd track 
uetwew houses and fields, the five little blade cab on the 
moonht roof and a revolver to shoot them off it, the elcc- 
Uic niifi, and the diocolate and scent madunes. At the far 
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end of the loom there were three rows of ‘'kneramas ” the 
titles of the films being displayed m large black letters 
The Young Couple, NaugWy Chambermatds, The Sun- 
Bath, The Intemipted 'Wedding Night A spectacled gen 
tleman had unobtrusively approached one of these ma- 
chines, slipped a franc into the slot; and was goggling 
eagerly through the mica-covercd eyeholes Daniel was 
chokng it was the dust and the heat, and the thud of 
heavy blows that came at tegular intervals from the other 
side of the wall On his left he observed the attraction 
some ragged youths had gathered around the Negro 
boxer, a wooden figure s« feet tall, with a leather pad 
and a dial in the center of his stomach There were four of 
them, one blond, one red haired, and two dark, they had 
taken off thor coats, rolled their shirtsleeves up their 
skinny arms, and were pounding on the pad with all their 
nught A needle on the dial indicated the strength of that 
fists They flung sly glances at Daniel and went on hitting 
savagely Daniel glared bad: in response to indicate that 
there was nothing doing and turned hts back on them On 
the right, near the cash-desk, and against the light, he 
notice a tall, gray faced young man, weanng a crumpled 
suit, a nightshirt, and slippers He was certainly not a 
homo like the otiicrs, besides, be did not appear to know 
them, he had come m quite by chanco-~Damel was sure 
of tliat — and seemed wholly absorbed m the contcmpla 
tion of a mechanical crane After a moment or two, at- 
tracted no doubt by the elcctnc lamp and the Kodak 
displayed behind the windows on a heap of candy, he 
approached noiselessly and with a knowing look shppcd 
a piece of money into a slit in the apparatus, drew back a 
little, and scemrf to plunge again into meditation, strok 
mg his nostrib wiUi a pensive finger Daniel felt a familiar 
thnll run down the back of his neck. “Ah, tlic Narcissus 
type," thought Daniel, "he aijoys touching himself ” That 
was the most allunng, the most romantic type those 
whose lightest movement revealed an unconsaous co- 
quetry, a deep and stealthy love of self The young man 
briskly seized the two handles of the apparatus and 
swung them witli a knowing air The crane revolved with 
a noise of locking gears, and its senile creaking shook tlic 
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whole apparatus Daniel washed he might win the clectnc 
lamp, but a slot ejected 3 spate of multicolored sweets 
that looied as mean and uninviting as dned beans The 
joung man did not appear to be diappointed, he felt in 
his pocket and produced another com "That’s his last,' 
said Daniel to himself; “he hasn't had a meal since yester- 
day” But this wouldn’t do. He must not be lured into 
imagimng, behind that lean, allunng body, so mtent upon 
itself, a mjstenous life of pnvation, ftcrfom, and hope. 
Not today. Not here in this inferno, under this sinister 
h^t, to tlie accompaniment of those dull blows upon the 
wall — “I swore I \TOuld resist” And jet Daniel under- 
stood so well how a man could be caught by one of those 
machines, lose his money bit by bit, and b%in again and 
yet a gain , bis throat dry ftom dizziness and rage there 
were many sorts of dizziness, and Daniel knew them all. 
The crane began to revolve in cautious and deliberate 
fashion, the nickeled apparatus seemed content with its 
operations. Daniel was afraid he had taken one step for- 
ward, he ached to put his hand on the joung man $ 
he already felt the contact of the rough and weadbare 
sluS— and say to him "Don’t play any more The night- 
mate was about to begin again, with its accompanwng 
savor of eternity, the triumphant tomtom from the omer 
side of the wall, and the surge of uncomplamng melan- 
choly that rose withm bun, that infinite and familur all- 
engulfing melanchoN, days and nights would ^ss before 
he could shake it off But a man came m and Darnel iras 
dehvered he stood up and thought he was bunt 

out laughing "That is the man. he thoi^t He 
tnfle bw2deicd, but aU the same glad because he bad 

^■ni^man moved bmkly dow^e hall, hu kn^ sa^ 
as he walked, but he kept Im body shff. * o“gh h“ 

moved easily beneath them You, 

weanne a coiset" He was getting on for 
shavei^ with a bland coonteinnee gently molded by Ae 
\ ears a peach-colored complexion, white hair, a fine 
Flor^hne nose, and a rather harsher, more myopic ex- 
pression in the ejes than seemed quite in character-^nd 
a roving eye. His entrance caused a sensation, four 


little scamps turned around simultaneously, affecting 
same air of vicious innocence, and then resumed their 
blows on the Negros pelvis, but by no means with the 
same enthusiasm The man surv^ed them for a moment 
with an aloof and slightly disapproving air, then tu^nw 
around and approached the football game He twirlM 
the metal wires and exairuned the little figures with 
smiling cunosity as though m amusement at the capn<» 
that bad brought him there Daniel noticed that smile and 
felt a catch at his heart* all these pretenses and subter 
fuges appalled him and made bun want to run away But 
only for an instant it was a familiar flush of feeling that 
soon passed He set his bach comfortably against a pillar 
and gazed steadfly at the newcomer On his nght the 
young man in a nightshirt had produced a third com from 
his poclcet, and for the thud time resumed his silent acro- 
batics around the crane 

The handsome gentleman leaned over the game and 
hd his forefinger over the slender bodies of the httle 
’on players he was not going to lower himself to 
advances he no doubt considered that he was, wiw 
bis white hair and summer suit, a sufficiently delectable 
dish to attract all these young flies And in fact, after a few 
moments confabulation, the blond youth detached him 
self from the group and, flinging his jacket around his 
shoulders without puttmg it on, strolled up to the prospec- 
tive client with his hands in his pockets He came up with 
a timorous, sniffing sort of air, and the expression in tlie 
eyes beneath tlie thick brows was doglike Danid looked 
disgustedly at his plump hips, his broad bucolic che^. 
gray and already Ixgnmed with an incipient beard 'Tc- 
male flesh," he thought, as lush as dough Tlie gentleman 
would take him home, give him a bath, soap him, and pw 
haps scent him At this thought. Darnel s rage revived. 
* Swine' he murmured The youth had stopped a few 
paces away from the old gentleman and in his turn prC' 
tended to be examining the apparatus They were bent 
over the wires and inspected them without looking at each 
other, and with an ait of absorption Then the youth a^ 
pcared to make a prompt dcasion he grasped a knob 



and one of the pegs spii« round and round Four little 
plajcts described a seuucaide and stopped bead-down- 
wards- 

“You know the game?' asked the gentleman in an 
almond paste toicc. “A1j» indcedl Will you explain it to 
me? I don’t understand it." 

“You put la twenty sous and then you pulL The balb 
come out and pu’ve got to get them into the hole. ' 

"But there must be two to play, mustn t there? I try 
to get the ball into the goal, and you base to stop mev 
dir' 

‘Thatfs so,” said the young man And he added after a 
bnef pause One of us has to be at cither end.” 

Would you like to play a game with me?” 

“Sur^” said the youQi 

They played The gentleman said m a heady voice 
“But ftiis young man is so devetl How' does he do it? He 
wins all the tune. Do show me. ' 

' It’s )ust knowing how," said the youth modestly 
“AhJ You pracLce? You come here often, no doubt? I 
bappeued to look m as I was passing but 1 have never met 
you before I should have nohcM you Yes indeed, I 
should have noticed you, I am something of a physiog 
□omist, and you have an mteresting face. You come from 
Tourainc? ' 

“Yes — yes, I do, ' said the youth, rather taken aback. 
The gentleman stopped pbying and came up to him 
‘ But the game isn t finished,” said the youth ingenu- 
ously ‘ You ve got five balls Idt ’ 

‘'True Well, we can play later on, said the gentleman 
"I would sooner talk to you for a bit, tf you don’t mmd ’ 
The youth smiled a professional smile The gentleman, 
m Older to join him. Sad to make a half turn He raised 
bis head, and as he slowly Seked his thin bps, his look 
TOCOMtered Daniel s Darnel glamd at him the gentleman 
nasmy averted his eyes, looked upset, uneasy, and rubbed 
ms han^ together hke a pnesl 'The youth had seen noth 
mg' wth open mouth aodi vacant and submissive eyes he 
waitw Until he was spoken to A silence fell, then the 
geatlanan b^an to to him in an unctuous, husky 
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voice, but did not look at him Daniel strained his ears, 
but could only catch the words “villa," and “billiards." 
The youth shook his head emphatically, 

“It must be a swanky plac^" said he loudly. 

The gentleman did not answer and flung a furtive 
glance m Damd’s direction Daniel felt invigorated by a 
dry, dehaous anger He knew all the ntes of departure 
they would say good by and the gentleman would go first, 
paddmg busily out of the hall The boy would noocha 
lantly rejoin hla httle fnends, deal another blow or two at 
the Negro’s stomach, and then go too, shuffling out after 
a few casual good bys he was the one to follow And the 
old gentleman, as he paced up and down in the next 
street, would suddenly see Daniel appear on the heels of 
the young beauty What a momentl Daniel enjoyed it m 
anhcipabon, he devoured with magistenal gaze his vio* 
tim’s delicate, lined face, his hands shook, and his joy 
would have been complete had not his throat been so drf, 
mdeed, he was agonizingly thusty If he saw a chance, 
he would impersonate a police detective assigned to 
morals he could always tale the old man’s name and re* 
duce him to a state of jitters if he asks me for my m* 
^c^or’s card I U show him my prefecture pass ” 

‘Good mormns, Monsieur Lahque," said a bmid voice* 
Daniel recoiled Lalique was a pseudonym he some- 
times used He turned abruptly around 
“What ate you doing here?" he asked severely. “I had 
forbidden you to set foot inside the place” 

It was Bobby Daniel had got him a job with a druggist. 
He had become gross and fat he was weanng a new 
ready made suit and was no longer in the least interesting 
Bobby tilted his head sideways, as a child might do, he 
looked at Daniel without replying but with an ingenuous, 
sly smile, as though he had said “Here we are againl” It 
was tlie smile that brought Daniel’s wrath to boiling 
point 

“Will you answer mcl” said he. 

“I’se been looking for you for three days, Monsieur 
Lahque,” said Bobby in his drawling voice “I didn’t know 
your address I said to myself one of these (fays Monsieur 
Daniel will be sure to come in here . . 
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One o£ these days! Impertinent little bcastl He dared to 
predict what Daniel might do, and by his petty plans 
accordingly ‘ He thinks he knows me, he thinks he can 
exploit me ” There was nothing to be done but crush him 
like a slug Darnel s image was embedded in that narrow 
forehead, and there it would remain forever Despite his 
repugnance, Daniel felt a bond beti^een himself and that 
patch of flacad, Ining fiesh tt was he who thus hved in 
Bobby s consaousness 

'Tou are ugly,” he said, "you have lost your figure, and 
that suit is a disgrace, where on earth did you pick it up? 
Its dreadful how your vulganty comes out when you put 
on your host clothes ” 

Bobby did not seem disconcerted he looked at Daniel 
with wid^ afieebonate eyes and conbnued to smile. 
Daniel detested the nerveless pabence of poverty, its hnip, 
tenaaous mdiambber smile even if an angry &t crashra 
on those lips, the smile would linger on the bleeding 
mouth Danid threw a fuibve gbnee at the handsome 
gentleman bu look of uneasiness had vanished, he was 
leaning over the httle blond ruffian, breathing into his hair 
and bughiog genially It had to happen,” thought Daniel 
wrathfully; "he sees me with this tart, he takes me for a 
colleague, my reputations gone ’ He hated this free- 
masonry of the unnal They unagme that everyone is m 
it I, for one, would soona hll myself than look hke that 
old sod ” 

*What do you waat? ’ he asked bnilally ‘ 1 m in a huny 
And keep your distance, you reck of bnlhanbne." 

"Excuse said Bobby pbadly "You were there 
larung against the pilbe, you didn t look m a huny, and 
mat’s why I thought I would — 

"Dear me, how correctly you talkl ' said Daniel with a 
bunt of bughtei “I suppose you bought some ready 
speeches at the same tune as your suit?" 
j sarcasms w«c lost on Bobby he had blted his 
nmd back and was contempbbng the cdhng with an air 
o^odest enjoyment, thrm^ ius half-closed cydids "He 
me because be lool^ like a cat ’ At that thought 
Uanid could not rqiress a qimcr of nge. Yes mdecd, m 
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days gone ty, Bobby had then attracted him Could he 
tliercfore mahe claims on Damd for the rest of his hfe? 

The old gentleman had talxn his young fnend’s hand 
and was holding it paternally between his own Then he 
said good by to him tapped him on the chedc, threw a 
meaning glance at Daniel, and departed with long mino* 
mg strides Daniel put out his tongue at him, but the man 
had already turned hu back Bohl^ b^n to laugh. 

‘ What’s the matter? ’ asked Daniel 
“Its because you put your longue out at tiie old 
mamma,” said Bobby And he added in a fawning tone* 
"You’re still the same, hfoimeur Darnel, ]ust as boyish as 
ever” 

‘ Well, reaHyl” said Darnel, quite dumbfounded A sus- 
picion seized him, and he said “What about joui drug 
gist? Aren t you with him still? ' 

‘ I had no luck, said Bobby plambvely 
Daniel eyed him with disgust ‘Tou’ve managed to get 
fat though ” 

The blond boy was stiolhne casually out of the fair and 
brushed against Daniel as he passed. His three com 
panions soon followed him, lostlmg each other as they 
went and laughing loudly “What am I doing here? ’ 
thought Danid He looked around in search of the stoop- 
ing shoulders and thm neck of the young man in the lught 
shut 

‘ Come, tdl me,” he said absently "What did you do? 
Did you rob him? ’ 

' It was the druggist s wif^” said Bobby ‘ She was down 
on me." 

The young man in the ni^tsbirt was no longer there 
Darnel fdt bored and exhausted, he was afraid of finding 
himself alone 

“She got mad because I was seeing Ralph," pursued 
Bobby 6 ir- r 

"I told you to give up seemg Ralph He s a dirty httle 
scab” 

* Do you mean that a chap a to diuck ha pals because 
he’s had a bit of luck? ’ asked Bobby mdignantly ‘ I v.-is 
seemg less of him, but I wasn t going to drop him all at 
once. He’s a thief— that’s what she said ‘1 forbid him to 
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set foot in my shop ' What are you to do with a bitch like 
that? 1 used to meet him outside so that she shouldn't 
catch me But tlie assistant saw us together Dirty little 
beast, 1 believe he’s one of tiictn,” said Bobby Mituously 
“When I was fint there, it was Bobby here and Bohby 
there, you bet I told him off ‘I’ll get bad: at you,' be said 
He went to the shop and spat it all out, how he d seen us 
together, and we were misbdiavmg, and the people had 
to look the other way And the druggist s wife, she said 
‘What did I tell you? I forbid you to see him or you shan’t 
stay m our place.’ 'Madame, I said, it’s you who give or 
ders at the shop, but when I’m outside, what 1 do isn’t 
your business’, so that was thatl’’ 

'The fau was deserted, bey-ond the wall the banunenng 
had ceased 'ITie cashier got up — she was a tall blonde 
She pattered up to a scent machine and admired hesself 
la the glass and smiled Seven o'clock strack. 

‘ It’s you who give orden to the shop, but when I’m out- 
side, what 1 do isn't your business,” repeated Bobby com 
pUcently. 

Darnel shook himself 

* So they threw you out?” he asked indifferently 
“I went of my own accord,” said Bobby with digmty "I 
said ‘I piefet to go' And without a penny in my pocket 
They wouldn’t even pay me what was doe, but it can’t be 
belf^ I’m like that I'm sleeping at Ralph’s place. 1 sleep 
in the afternoon, because be receives a lady m the eve- 
ning It’s an affau I haven’t had anything to eat since tiie 
day before yesterday.” He looked at Daniel with an in 
sinuatmg air, “I said to mysdf 'I can always tiy to find 
Monsieur Lahque, he II undeistand me.' ” 

“Youie a little fool,” said Daniel “You don't interest 
me any more I wear myself out to find you a job, and you 
get yourself sacked at the end of a month Added to which, 
^u know, don’t unaguie that I believe half you tell roe. 
You he like a dentist at a fait ” 

‘You c^n ask” said Bohby ‘Tou’U soon see if I’m not 
felling the truth ” 

“Ask? Ask whom?” 

‘The dniggist’s wife.” 

Of couRe I shan'4” said Danid “I should bear some 
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fine stones AnjTvay, I can't do anything for j'ou ” 

He felt shaly, and he thought: “I must go away,” but 
his legs were numb ^ 

“We had the idea of going to work, Ralph and I . . . 
said Bobby with an air of detachment. “We thought of 
setting up on our own ” 

' Indeed? And you’ve come to ask me to adrance you 
the money needed for a start; di? Keep those stones for 
other people How much do you want?” 

“You’re a fine chap, Monsieur Lalique,” said Bobhy m 
a clammy voice “I was just saying to Ralph this morning 
‘If only I can find Monsieur Lalique, you’ll see that he 
won’t leave me m the lurch ’ ” 

“How much do you want?" repeated Daniel 
Bobhy began to wnggle “W^, if you could lend the 
amount, perhaps — and I mean lend — I would repay you at 
tlie end of the first month.” 

“How much?” 

“A hundred francs ” 

“Here's fifty,” said Darnel, “as a gift And now dear out." 
Bobhy poo.eted the note without a word, and they 
stood face to face, irresolute. 

“Go away,” said Danid weakly 
*Thank you, Monsieur Lahque,” said Bobby. He made 
as though to go and then turned back. “If you want to see 
me or Ralph at any tunc, we hve near 6 rue aus Our, 
seventh floor You’re wrong about Ralph, you know, he 
likes you very much " 

“Go away” 

Bobby moved off, walking backwards, sbll smiling then 
he swung around and went Darnel went up to the crane 
and had a look at iL In addihon to the Kodak and the elec- 
tne lamp, there was a pair of ^noculan he had never 
noticel He slipped a franc mto the appropriate slot and 
turned the knobs at random The crane dropped its claws 
and began clumsily to rake about in the pile of candy. 
Daniel picked up five or su in the hollow of his hand and 
ate them. 

'The sun began to plaster gold on the great black build' 
mgs, the sky was filled with gold, but a soft and hquid 
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shadow rose up from the street and the people smiled at 
its caresses Daniel was devour^ by thirst, but he would 
not drmk die, thenl die of Hunt! “After all," he thought, 
1 haven t done anything wrong ” But he had done worse 
he had let the evil thing come very close to him, he had 
done eveT^thing except sabsfy his semes, and that was 
merely beause he had not dared Now he earned the evil 
thing witliin himself, it tingled down his body head to 
foot, he was mfecte^ there was still that yellow after 
taste in his eyes, indeed, his eyes turned everything yel- 
low He would have done much better to let pleasure 
strike him down, and thus stnke down the evil thing 
within him It was true that it always revived He swung 
around ‘He might be following me to sec where I live. 
Ohl ' thought he, I wish he had done so I would give 
him such a thrashing m the open streetl ’ But Bobby did 
not appear He had made his day's wages and now he had 
gone home To Ralph’s plac^ 6 rue aux Ours Daniel 
quivered * If I could forget that address) If only I could 
manage to forget that addressi ^Vbat was the use? 
He would take care not to forget it 
People were chattering all around bun, in aimty and 
peace A man said to his v^e * Why, it goes back to before 
the war It was 1912 No It was 1913 I ivas still with Paul 
Lucas” Peace The peace of good and honest folk, the 
peace of men of goodwill ‘ Why is ihetr will good and not 
mine? ’ It couldn't be helped, it just was so Something in 
this sky, in this light, in this display of nature, had thus 
decided. 'They knew, they knew that they were nght, that 
God, if He existed, was on their side Daniel look^ at 
their faces how hard they were, despite their uncon 
strati At the merest sign these men would fall upon him 
and tear him to pieces And the sky, the hght, the trees, 
the whole of nature would be, as always, in league with 
thra Daniel was a man of ill wfll 
Before his doorway a large and pallid conaciEc lay back 
m his chair enjoying the fresh air Daniel cau^t sight of 
a distance, and he thought ‘ Goodwill persom 
n a concierge sat with his han^ aaoss fais stomach, 
nuddha fashion, watchmg Uie passers by, from time to 
mne nodding his approval Oh, to be a fellow like tha^” 
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thought Daniel enviously A truly senous character, and 
responsive to the great natural forces, heat, cold, light, and 
moisture Darnel stopped, fascinated by those long, silky 
eyelashes, by the sententious mahee of those plump 
checks He longed to sink his senses until he was no more 
that, until there was nothing in his head but a white 
paste and a faint scent of shaving-cream "Never misses a 
^ht s sleep,” he thought He no longer knew whether he 
want^ to destroy the man, or slip into the warm refuge 
of that ordered soul 

The large man hfted his head, and Darnel walked om 
“Livmg the life I do, I can always expect to break up 
pretty soon ” 

He flung a dark look at his portfolio, he disliked carry- 
ing it in his hand it made hiin look like a lawyer But his 
ill humour vanished when he remembered he had not 
bought it uiuntentionaU^ and, indeed, it was going to be 
tremendously useful He did not blink the fact that he was 
risks, but he was calm and cold, merely a little 

ore animated than usual "If I reach the edge of the sd> 
walk m thirteen stndes ’ He took thirteen stndes and 
stopped dead on the edge of the sidewa^ but the last 
stnde had been noticeably longer than the others, he had 
lunged like a fencer ‘ However, no matter whatever hap- 
pens, the ]ob is as good as done. ' It could not fail, it was 
fool piooh, indeed, the suipnsmg thing was that no one 
had thou^t of It before. *^6 plain fact is,” he reflected 
scornfully, thieves arc damn ^Is ” He crossed the street 
ruminating on his idea “They ought to have organized 
themselves a long tune smcc. Into a syndicate, lie con- 
jurers " An associabon for the dissemination and ciploita 
bon of technical methods — that is what they needed. With 
a registered office, a scale of awards, a code, and a hTuary 
A pnvate anema as well, and films that would analyze 
the more difficult actions in slow motion Each new im- 
provement would be filmed, and the theory recorded on 
phonograph disks, with the name of the inventor; each 
one b^g graded according to cat^iy^ there would be, 
for example, the shop-window theft by method 167?, or 
the ‘ Sergume methoch” also called the Chnstopber Colum- 
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bois egg (as being extremely simple, but yet to be discov 
ered) Bons would gladly have oiesided over a little m 
structional film “Yes,” he thought, “and free mstruction 
on tlic ps)diology of theft, that is indispensable.” His 
method was based almost wholly on psychology He 
threw an approving glance at a httle one-story caK, 
painted pumpbin color, and suddenly nobced that he was 
halfway along the avenue d Orleans Strange how pleasant 
all these people looked on the avenue d Otldans between 
seven and half past seven m the evcnmgl The light ao 
counted for a good deal— a most becoming russet musim 
light — and it was delightful to find oneself on the out 
shits of Pans, neat one of the gates, the streets speeding 
underfoot towards the old commercial centers of me aty, 
the markets, and die dark alleys of Saint Antomc, im 
mcTsed where he was in the soft, religious seclusion of the 
cvemng and the suburbs The people look as if they have 
corre out to cn}oy each others company- they don t mind 
bang )OsUed, indeed, they look into the sliop-windows 
with a naive, dispassionate mtaest On the boulevard 
Saint Michel people also look into the shop-windows, but 
they mean to buy “I shall come back here every evening” 
Bons dcaded eagerly Then next summer he would tate 
a room m one of those thice-stoned houses that looked so 
lie twin sisters and recalled the Revolubon of 48 But 
I wtmder how the good women of those days managed to 
push tlie bolsten through such nanow windows on to the 
heads of the soldiers below The frames of tlie windows 
^ all blackaicd with smokev they look as though they 
Md been scorched in a fire; but Uiesc bleak fa^dcs holed 
^ small black windows arc not depressing; they look like 
bursts of storm-sky under a blue heaven, as I look at tlic 
windows, if I could climb on to the terrace roof of that 
httle caf^ I should sec llic glass-doorod wardrobes at tlie 
end of the rooms, lie pools up-ended, the crowds pass 
Uitough me and I find myscif thinking of the municipal 
^r^ the gilded entrance gates of the Palais Royal, and 
”th of July ^Vhal did that Communist fellow want 
suddenly asked himself Bons did not 
lie Cominumsts, they were so senous Brunet in paiticiK 
wr was uitoVably magistcnak “He slung me out,” 
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chuclJed Born to himself, "damn him, he fairly pitched 
me out ’ And then, quite suddenly, like a violent httle 
tornado uistde his head, there came upon him the impube 
to smash something ‘ I dare say Mathieu has noticed tliat 
he has got in completely wrong, and now he 11 join the 
Communist Party For a moment he hngered over all tlie 
incalculable results of such a conversion But in a sudden 
flush of fear he stood sbll Surely Mathieu had not been 
in the wrong, that would be too awful now tliat Boris was 
committed m the philosophy class there bad been a good 
deal of hvely interest in Qimmunism, and Mathieu had 
evaded the usue hy explainmg what freedom was Bom 
had promptly understood t he individual s duty is to QO 
what he wants to do, to thinlc whatevM he likes, to be~ ac- 
countable to no one but himself, to challCTge every id ea 
and eveqf person tsons ha^d corutnicted his life on diis 
basis, ana ne ke^ himself consaenbously free indeed, he 
always challenged everyone, excepting Mathieu and 
Inch that would have been futile, for they were above 
cntiasm As for freedom, there was no sense in speculat 
mg on Its nature, because m that case one was Oien no 
Iong« free Boris scratched hu head m perplexity and 
wondered what was the ongio of these destructive »n 
pulses which gnpped him tom time to time Perinips 
I am naturally highly strong, he reflected, with amuse- 
ment and suqinsc. Because, after all, tahng a cool view 
of matters, hfathieu was deflmtely not m the wrong 
Mathieu was not that sort. Boris felt reassured and 
brandished the portfolio He ako wondered if it was moral 
to be highly strong, he considered the pros and cons of the 
matter, but he refrained tom pushing his mquincs any 
farther; he wiould ask Mathieu Bons considered it indo- 
cent for a fellow of bis age to aspire to think for himself 
He had seen enough of such people at the Sorbonne, pt^ 
tentious j-oung wiseacres, bleak, bespectacled products 
of the Normal School who always had a personal thwty 
in reserve, and invambly ended by making fools of them- 
selves somehow and evert so tbar Uieoncs were repellent 
and crude Bons had a ftonor of Uic ndiculous, he bad no 
intention of mabng a fool of himself, he preferred to say 
nothing and let it ^ assumed that he had no ideas— tluf 
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was much the more agreeable line to take. Later on, o£ 
course, t^gs would be different; but for Uic moment he 
defened to Mathieu, whose profession it was to sohe 
problems Besides, he always enpyed watching Mathicu 
apply his nund to a subject Matlueu flushed, stared at 
his flngen, stammered a httle, but it was an honest and 
admirable effort Somrtimes, not indeed very often, some 
faiflmg idea came to Boris, mimh a^inst his will, and he 
tned to prevent Mathieu notiong the fact, but tlie old 
toad always did nohee it, and he would say *^ou’ve got 
somethmg at the back of your head,” and promptly plied 
him With questions Bom was m agony, he struggle to 
divert the conversabon, but Mathieu was extremely tena 
aous, in the end Born blurted the thmg out, looking down 
at the floor, and the worst of it all was that Mathieu pro- 
ceeded to abuse him, saying ‘That’s just rubbish, you 
can’t think straight,” precisely as if Boris had claimed to 
have conceived an inspired idea "TTie old toadl” repeated 
Bons cheerfully He stopped before the window of a fine, 
redpamted drustore and impartially considered his re- 
Sectaou “I'm a decent sort of chap,” he thought He liked 
his looks He stepped on to the automate wei^mg 
machioe to see if he had put on wei^t since the day 
before. A red bulb flashed, a mechanism began to funeboa 
with a rattle and a whir, and Bons received a cardboard 
heket a hundred and twenty-seven For a moment he 
was dismayed "I ve put on over a pound ” Luckily he no- 
bced he was stdl carrying his portfolio He got off the 
machine and went on his way A hundred and twenty six 
mr five feel seveu was quite all ngbt He was in excellent 
humor and fdt a genial glow within him Around him, m 
flic tenuous melancholy of that decaying day was 
slowly smking into darkness and, as it faded, toudied him 
lightly With its amber radiance, its perfumes laden with 
Th^t day, that tropical sea, lecedmg now and leav- 
ing him alone beneadi a fedmg light, was a stage upon 
tus progress, though not one of much sigmficance. The 
"“Sht would com^ he would go to the Sumatra, he would 
^ Mathieu, he would sec Ivich, and he would dance. 
But soon, ^ctly at the binge of «3ay and night, this mas- 
terly act of larceny would be committed He drew himself 
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the first hme, his o^n interert should be the mob\ e for the 
theft in half an hour or later be would possess that jertd 
that indispensable treasure "ITie Thesaumsr he mut 
teied, for he liked the word ‘Thesaurus, ' as reminding 
him of the Middle Ages, Abdaid herbalists Faust, and 
the chasbty belts at the Cluny Museum It will be mine, 
I sfaaU be able to consult it any hour of the day fhtherto 
he had been obhged to look through it in the shop- 
ivindow, m a hurry, and as the pages were not cut, the in 
fozmabon he had acquired uas often incomplete. He 
would put \t, that very evemng, on his night table and 
tomorrow when he awoke, it would be the first object that 
met his eye, "Alas, no, he thought peevishly “I’m sleep- 
ing with Lola this evening " fn any case he would take it 
to the Sothonne library, and ftom bme to tune, interrupt 
mg hu work of revision, he would glance into it to refresh 
his mind he resolved to Icara one phrase and perhaps 
even two every day, in sue months that would make six 
bmes three, which was ei^teeii,mulbphed bv two three 
hundred and sixtv, with the five or six hundred that he 
knew already, adding up to pretty near a thousand, which 
xmght be described as a good average of acbieveroent He 
crossed the bouleiard lusoail and turned into the rue 
Denfert Rochcrcau with a seme of dislike. The rue 
Denfert Rochereau always instated him extremely, per 
haps because of its chestnut trees, in any case, it was a 
characterless place, except for a black painted dyeing 
establishment with bloodted curtains looped dismally 
across the window like two scalped heads of hair Bom, 
on hu way pash looked apprecubvely at the dyeing shop 
and then plunged into the blond, fasbdious silence of the 
sbect Strut, indeed! It was do more than a burrow with 
houses on each side. "Yes, but the metro passes under 
ncath it," thought Bons, and he dre# some comfort from 
tins nobon, concanng himself for a minute or two as 
walking on a thm crust of bitumen, which might pcihaps 
crack. T must tcU Mattoeo about it,” Boru said to bun 
selL ‘Ticfll be funous” No Hie blood suddenly ivshcd 
into his fac^ be would do nothmg of the bnd Rich, jes 
she understc^ him, and if she did not hcisdf steal, it was 
because she was not gifted that way He would also tcU 
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Lola, just to infuriate her But Mathieu was not too candid 
on the subject of these thefts He gnnned indulgently 
when Bons mentioned them, but Bons was not very sure 
that he approved For instance, he found himself wonder* 
ing what a^uments Mathicu could use against him Lola 
just got wild, but that was natural, she could not under* 
stand certain fine distmcbons, and the more SO because 
she was rather common 

‘ You would steal from your own mother,” she would 
«ay to him, ' and jou’ll steal from me some day ” Whereto 
he answered “I dare say I shalll ' The suggestion was, of 
course, silly one didn’t steal from one’s mtimates, it was 
much too easy, he answered thus because he so detested 
Lola’s habit of relabng everything to herself But Matlueu 
. Yes, Mathicu, that was beyond comprehension Why 
should he object to theft, provided of course that it was 
committed according to the rules? Mathieu's unuttered 
disappioval distress^ Bons for a few moments, then he 
shook his head and said to himsdf “What a dramal” In 
five }ears, seven years, he would have hi$ own ideas, 
Mathicu s would seem to him pathebcally anbquatcd, ho 
juld be his own enbe ‘IndcM, we may no longer know 
each otlier at all ’’ Bons did not look forward to that day, 
he felt perfectly happy, but he was sensible and he knew 
that It must come he would inevitably doelop, he would 
leave many things and people behind him, he was not yet 
mature. Mathicu was a stage on the route, like Lola, and 
even when Boris admired him most, his admirabon was m 
so far provisional Uiat, extreme as it was, it never became 
abject. Mathicu was as sound as a man could be, but be 
could not develop as Bons would, indeed, he could no 
longer develop at all, he was loo complete. 'Ihese reflec- 
tions dqiresscd Boris, and he was glad when he got to tlie 
Place Edmond Rostand he enjoyed crossing it and evad 
mg the motor buses that blunder^ throu^ it like giganbc 
turkeys, merely by drawing m hu chest that netful inch 
or two “If only it hasn’t occurred to them to take tlic book 
out of the window on this very dayl” 

At the comer of the me Monsieur le-Pnnce and the 
boulevard Saint Michel he stopped he wanted to mod 
eiate bis impabcncc, it would not have been wise to arrive 
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with cheels flushed and predatory eyes His pnnaple was 
to act in cold blood He forced himself to remain motion- 
less outside an umbrella and cutlery shop and to look 
methodically, one by one, at the articles displayed — midget 
umbrellas, green and red and oUy, large umbrellas, ivoc) 
bandied umbrelbs topped with bulldogs' heads, all so 
utterly depressing that Bons tned to picture the elderly 
customers who came to buy these objects He was just 
attainmg a condibon of cold and joyless resolve when he 
suddenly caught sight of something that plunged him once 
more mto jubilation “A clasp-knifel he murmured and 
his hands trembled It was a genuine clasp-knife, with a 
thm long hlad^ a cross guard, a black horn haft, as ele- 
gant as a crescent moon, there were two spots of rust on 
the blad^ which might well have been blood ' Oh! ’ 
groaned Boris, his heart constncted with desire. The kmfe 
lay, wide open, on a varnished slab of wood, between two 
umbrellas Bans looked at it for a long while, and the 
world dislimned around him, everythmg but the cold 
ndunce of that blade lost its value in hts eyes, he wanted 
to fling everything aside, enter the shop, buy the knife, 
and escape no matter where, like a thief, carrying his 
plunder with him “Picard will show me bow to throw it," 
r be said to himself But tus ngoious sense of duty soon 
prevailed “Later on I'U buy it later on, as a pnze for 
myself if I bnng o2 the job " 

The Garbure bookshop fonned the comer of the rue de 
Vaugitard and the boulevard Saint Michel, and it had — 
whicdi served Boris's des^ns— a doorway on each street 
In front of the shop stood six long tables laden with books, 
for the most part secondhand Boris espied out of the 
comer of his eye a gentleman with a red mustache who 
was often to he seen hanging about the district and whom 
he suspected of bang a dick. He approached the third 
tabic, and behold me book was there, enormous, so 
enormous, indcol, that for an instant Boris was discour 
aged by the sight of it seven hundred pages, quarto, with 
dcdJe edges as broad as a little finger “And I ve got to 
get that mto my portfolio ” he reflected with some dismay 
But a glance at me gold letters of the title glowing softly 
on the bmdmg sufficed to revive his courage Htsfoncal 
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and EtymologLcd Dictionary of Cant and Slang from the 
Fourteenth Century to the IVesent Day "Histoncall ' 
Bons repeated ccstabcally to himself He toudjed the 
binding with the tips of his fingers, a gesture of affeo 
bonate fanulianty that restored lus contact with the wl- 
ume. ‘ It s not a book, it s a piece of furniture,” he thought 
with admitabon Behind ms back, without doubb the 
mustachioed gentleman had turned around to watch him 
He must start the pcifonnance, look through the volume, 
and play the part of an idler who hesitates and at last 
succumto Bons opened the dictionary at random He 
read 

"A man for, to be inclined towards A phrase now m 
fairly common use Example* The parson was no end of a 
man for ' Render The parson was rnudi inclined towards 
, ‘A man for men or ‘A man's man’ is also used for 
hnvert This idiom apparently originates m southwestern 
France " 

The succeeding pages were not cut Bons read no fur 
thei and began to laugh silently He repeated with do* 
light 'The parson was no end of a man for Then 
he became ^niptly senous and began to count ' One, 
two, tbre^ four, while a high, pure joy made his heart 
beat faster 

He fdt a hand upon his shoulder "I m done,” thought 
Bons, "but they've struck too soon, they can t prove any 
thing against me.” He turned around slowly and widi 
composure. It was Daiud Sereoo, a fnend of Mathieu. 
Bons had seen him two or three tiroes and thought hun 
rather splendid, though at the moment he did not look too 
pleasant. 

' Hello,” said Sereno "What are you reading? You look 
quite absorbed ’ 

No, he didn’t really look unpleasant, but there was no 
sense in taking nsks, as a matto of fact, he seemed rather 
too agreeable, as though he bad a nasty tnck up his sleeve. 
And then, as ill luck would have it, he had come upon 
Bons just as he was looking at die slang dicbonaiy, a fact 
that would certainly reach hlatiueus cars and give him 
much sardonic sabsfacboiu 
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Sereno smOed, he picked up the volume in both hands 
and raised it to his eyes, he must be rather shortsighted 
Bom admired his nonchalance those who turned over the 
pages of books usually took cate to leave them on the 
table, for fear of detectives But it was cleat that Sereno 
thought he could do as he pleased Bom muttered 
hoarsely, with an assumed ait of indifference 
‘ It s a cunous work. " 

Sereno did not answer; he seemed absorbed in what he 
was readmg Boris became annoyed and scrutinized him 
nanowly But he had fairly to lomgnize that Sereno pre- 
sented an extremely elegant appearance In point of fact, 
there was, m the almost pmk tweed suit, the hnen shirt 
and j-eJlow necktie, a calculated bravado that rather 
shocked Born Bons hked a sober, shghtly casual ele- 
gance. None the less, the total effect was ineproachable, 
though rather lusciou^y suggestive of fresh butter Sereno 
burst out laughiog He had a warm, attractive laugh, and 
Bons liked huo bi^use he opened his mouth moe when 
he laughed. 

“A rnan’s manl" said Sereno "A man’s man! That’s a 
grand phrase, I must use it whenever I can ” 

He replaced the book on the table. 

"Arc you a man’s man, Sergiunc?” 

"1 — ” began Bons, and his breath failed him 
"Don t blush," said Sereno — and Bons felt himself be- 
coming scarlet — ^"and bcLeve i»c when I tell you Uiat the 
idea didn t even enter my head I know how to recognize 
a mans man’ — the ocpression obviously amused him-— 
"there’s a soft rotundity ra their movements that is quite 
wmustakable. ^Vhereas you — 1 ve been watching you for 
A moment or two and was greatly charmed your move- 
meats are quick and gracefid, but they are al^ angular 
You must be clever with your hands " 

Bons listened attentivdy it is always interesting to hear 
someone explain his view of you And Sereno had a \ery 
agreeable b«s voice His eyes, indeed, were bafiling at 
first sight they seemed to be bnmnung with fnend/y fed 
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zng, a cbier new disccnacd in them something bard 
and almost fanatic "He’s trying to pull my leg," thought 
Boris, and remained on the alert. He would have liked to 
ask ScrcQo what he meant by "angular movements/' hut 
he did not ^re, he thou^t it wxmld he belter to talk as 
IitUe as possibly and then, under that insistent gaz^ he 
felt a strange and bewildered access of sensibihty arise 
within bun, and he longed to snort aod stamp to dispd 
that dizzying impulse. He turned his head away and a 
rather painful silence followed "He’ll take me for a damn 
fool," thought Botu with resignation. 

"You are studjing phnosojAy, I bchne," said Sereno. 

"Yc^ I’m studying philosophy," rejoined fions. 

He was glad of a pretext to bre^ the sQcnce. But at that 
moment one stroke sounded from the Sorbonne clock, and 
Boris paused in sudden horror “A quartet past a^t," he 
thought with anguish "If he doesn’t go away at once, it's 
all up " The Catbure bookshop closed at half past eight 
Sereno did not m the least look as if he wanted to go away. 

"I must admit" aaid be^ "that I don’t understand 
philosophy at all You, of course, do ..." 

"I don’t know— to some extent 1 think," said Bons, now 
in torment. 

And he thought* ‘Tm sure I must seem rude, but why 
doesn’t he go away?” Not but what Mathicu hadn’t 
warned him that Sereno always appeared at the wrong 
moment it was a part of his demoniac character. 

"I suppose you like it" said Sereno. 

“Yes,*' said Eons, who felt himself blushing for the sccr 
ond tune. He hated talkmg about what he uked* xt was 
mdecent. He had the unpicssion that Sereno guessed as 
much and was being dcUberatdy tactless Sereno eyed 
him with an au of penetrating uitentncss. 

"Why?" 

"I don't know,” said Bons. 

It was true: he didn’t know. And yet he did like it very 
much Even Kant 

Sereno smiled. "At any lat^ there’s nothing intellectual 
in your enthususm, that’s quite dear.” 

Eons quivered, and Soeno added bnskly: "I'm not 
senous As a matter of fact ^ thuik you’re lucky. I myself 
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have read some pbDosophy, lil^c everybody else But I 
couldn’t be induceJ to like iL . . I imagine it was 
Dclanie who disgusted me with it he’s too clever for me. 
I sometimes used to ask him to ccplam a difficulty, but as 
soon as he started, I was completely at sea, mdeed, I no 
longer imdenlood my own question ” 

&I 1 S was hurt by this bantenng tone, and he suspected 
that Serenos purpose was to inveigle him into saying 
something unpleasant about Mathieu, for the pleasure of 
K^icabng it to Mathieu afterwards He adnured Sereno for 
bang so gratuitously objectionable, but he was becommg 
resbve, and he answered curtly ‘ Mathieu explains things 
very well" 

This bme Sereno hurst out laughmg, and Bons bit his 
lips 

“I don’t for a moment doubt it Only we arc fnends of 
rather too long standing, and I imagine be reserves his 
pedagogical qt^bes for younger men. He usually recruits 
his disaples horn among his pupib " 

"I am not his disaple,” said Bons 
* 1 wasn't thinking of you, ’ said Dame! “Indeed, you 
don t look like a disciple I thmking of Hourbguire, 
a tall, blond fellow who went to Indo^ina last year Y'ou 
must have heard of him that w-as the mnd passion tw-o 
years ago, they were always about together ' 

Born lud to admit that the stroke bad been well auned, 
and it mereased his admirabon of Sereno, but he would 
have liked to Imock him down 
“Mathieu did menbon bim," he said 
He detested the man Hourtigu^rc, whom Mathieu had 
known before himself Mathieu somebmes assumed a set 
expression when Bons came to meet bun at the and 
said “I must wntc to Hourtiguirc,’’ whereupon he be- 
came for a while atetneted and intent, like a soldier 
w-ntmg to his girl at hom«^ and describing cuclcs m the 
air with a fountain pen above a sheet of paper Boru set 
to work beside him, with loathing in hu heart. He was 
not, of coune, jealous of Hourtigu<?re. On the contrary, his 
feding fox the man was one of pity touched with slight 
iwulsion (mdeed, he knew nothing of hun except a 
photograph, which depicted him as a tall, rather dismal 
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king fd]ow m plus fotus, and a uholly htaous philo 
sophic dissertation tlut still lay on Mathieu’s desk) But 
he wouldn’t for the woild have \fathieu treat him later 
on as he treated Houitiguiic. He would have preferred 
never to see Mathieu again if be could have beheved that 
he would one day observe, with a set, portentous air, to 
another young philosopher “Ah, I must wnte to Seiguine 
today ” He woidd, if he must, accept the fact that Mathieu 
was no more than a stage m his life — and that, mdecd, 
was rattier galling— but he could not bear to be a stage 
m Mathieu s hfe. 

Sereoo showed no disposition to move. He was leaning 
With both hands on the table, in a negligent and easy 
attitude ‘ I often regret I am such an ignoramus on that 
subject Students of philosophy seem to get a great deal of 
satisfaction out of it.” 

Eons did not answer 

“I should have needed someone to initiate me^” said 
Sereno "Someone of your sort Not too mudi of an expert, 
but one who took the subject senously ” He laughed, as 
though a pleasant notion had crossed his mind ‘ Look 
here, it would be amusing if I took lessons from you ” 

Sons looked at hun oustnist. This must be another 
trap He could not see himself m process of instructing 
Sereno, who must be much more intelligent than hunscli 
and who would certainly ask hun all sorts of embanassing 
quesbons He would choke with nervousness He reflected 
with cold resignabon that the bme must now be twenty 
five minutes past eight. Sereno was sbh smihng, be lookra 
as though he was dehghled with his own idea But he had 
cunous eyes Sons found it bard to look him lo the face. 

“I’m very laiy, you know," said Sereno “You would 
have to be stnet with me 

Eons could not bdp laughing, and said candidly "1 
don’t think i could manage that ” 

"Oh yes you could,” said Sereno ‘I am quite sure you 
could” 

"I should be fnghtened of you,” said Bons 

Saato shrugged bis shoulders “Nonsensel .. . . 
here, can you spare a romute? We might have a dnnk 
opposite, at the Haicouit, and discuss our scheme ” 
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"Our” scheme ... It was with anguish that Bons 
ttahdied one of the shop deilis begin to collect booJs 
into pQes He would indeed have liked to go to the 
Haxcourt with Sereno he was an odd fellow, he svas 
extremely good loolang, and it was amusing to talk to bun 
because of the need to be constantly on guard, the per 
sistent sense of danger He struggled against himself for 
a moment, but the sense of duty prevailed 

“As a fact, I’m m rather a hurt}," he said, and his 
disappointment lent an edge to his voice 

Serene’s expression changed ‘Oh, all right,” said he “I 
don’t want to put you out Forgive me for having kept you 
so long Well— good by, and give my regards to Mathieu,” 

He turned abruptly and departed “Have I offended 
bun?” thought Bons uncomfortably It was with an uneasy 
look tiiat he watched Seieno’s broad shoulders as he made 
his Way up the boulevard Saint Michel And then be sud- 
denly realized that he had not a mmutc to spare “One. 
Two Three, Four Five.” At 6ve he openly picked the 
volume up with his nght band and walked towards the 
bookshop Without any attempt at concealment 

A throng of words flying no matta wher^ words m 
flight, Daniel himself m flight from a tall, frail, round- 
shouldered body, hazel-eyed, with an ascetic and chann- 
ug fac^ a vcntable httle monk, a Russian monk, Aliosha. 
Footsteps, words, footsteps nn^g inside his head, be 
longed to merge himself into those footsteps and those 
words, anything was better than sdcnce. ‘The httle fool, 
I had judged him tightly. My parents have forbidden me 
to talk to people 1 don’t know Would jou like a candy, 
filing? My parents have forbidden me. . Ah, weUl 
It's Only a very small brain, I don’t know, I dont know, 

00 you like philosoph), I don’t know, how could he know 
ih poor Iambi Mathieu acts the sultan m his class, he has 
torpivn Jum the hsadkerchief, be takes firm tc a ca/A 
the lad sw’allows everything oafi crime and theones, as 
u the} were saned wafers you needn’t show off like a 
^1 at her first communioi^ there be was, as solemn and 
^dale as a donkey loaded with relics. Oh, I understand, 

1 Wasn’t gouig to lay a band on you, I am not worthy; and 
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look he flung at me when I told him I didn’t under 
nd philosophy, he wasnt even taking the trouble to be 
polite towards fte end I am sure — I suspected as much 
at the tune of Hourbgu^te — I am sure he puts them on 
their guard against me — Well, well,” said Daniel, with 
a complacent laugh, ' it s an accllent lesson and a cheap 
one, too, I m glad he packed me off; if I had been aazy 
enough to take a little interest in him and talk to him 
confidentially, he would have promptly rqiorted it all to 
Nfathieu for both of them to gloat over ” He stopped so 
abruptly that a woman who was walbng behind him 
bumped into his hack and emitted a faint shnek ‘ He has 
discussed me with hunf” Tliat was an m tol-er able notion, 
enough to make a man sweat with fury — picture the pan 
of them, m excellent humor, glad to be together, the young 
one gaping and goggling, with his hands behmd his eais, 
anxious to lose none of Ae dmne manna m some Mont 
pamasse caf^ one of those noisome little dens that smelt 
of dirty Imen ‘Mathicu must have peered at him with 
a deep look oq his face and explained what I was liko^* 
oh, what a screami ’ And Darnel repeated "What a 
screami ’ and dug his nails into &e palms of his hand 
They had judged him from behind, they had dismantled 
and dissected nun, be was drdensdess, for all he kneiv, he 
might have existed on that day as on other days, as though 
be were no more than a transparency devoid of memory 
or purpose, as though he were not, for others, a rather 
corpulent personage with thickening cheeks, a waiung 
Oriental beauty, a cruel smil^ and — who knows? . • 
“No, no one Yes, Bobby knows, Ralph knows, Mathicu 
doesn’t Bobby is 3 stinoip, not a conscious enbty, he lives 
at 6 rue aux Outs, with Ralph Oh, to live among the 
blmdl He indeed isn t blind, and he is proud of it, he can 
use his eyes, he is an astute psychologist and he has the 
ngfif to Ulk about me, having known me fifteen years and 
my best fnend, and he won t give up that right, when he 
meets someone, there are twu people for whom I exist, 
and then three, and then nme, and then a hundred 
Sereno, Sereno, the broker, the man of the Bourse Sereno 
tlie Pensh the man, but no, he walks around as he lik« 

with his opuuon of me m lus head, mjccbng it into ail 
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andsundi>— ttdl, he must dash about and scratch, scratch, 
scrub and suili, I liave scrahdied Marcdle to the bone. 
She gav^e me her hand, loohed at me intently on the hist 
occaaon, and she said 'Matlucu has so often spoken or 
jou.’ And I looked at her in my turn, fasanaled, I was 
tnsidi his woman, I existed in that flesh, behind that set 
forehead, m the depths of those eyes, the slut At the m<^ 
ment she no longer heheves a word he says about 
He smfled with satisfaction, he was so proud of that 
MCtory that for a second he forgot to keep an eye on him 
self a rent appeared in the web of words, which grad- 
ually mcreased and widaicd into silence. A heavy, 
silence. He ought not— he ough^ base stopped talk 

mg The wind had fallen, anger paused In the depto of 
that silence Sergume's face appeared, lie a woimcL A 
mild, dim fac^ much patience and ardor were needed to 
light It up a httle He thought “I could have. That 
year, that day even, he could have done it. Afterwards 
. “It^s my last chance^" he thought. If was his 
chance, and Mathieu had hinted as much, 

Ralphs and Bobhys— these were all be had And heU 
transform that poor lad mto a learned apel He walked on 
m silence, the sohtaty sound of bis footsteps e^omg ^ide 
his head, as in a deserted street, at dawn His whtud 
was so complete, beneath a lovdy sky as mdlow and serene 
as a good consacnce, amid that busy throng, that be was 
amaTPd at his Own existence; he must he somebody else s 
nigTi tmar e, and whoever it was would certaimy awa ct 
soon Fortunately, anger agam surged forth and enveloped 
everything, the vigor of his WTalb restored hun, and tii 
flight began again, the procession of words b^n again 
he hated Mathieu. Here was a man who found it qmte 
natural to exist, he did not ask himself any questioiu, tMt 
light, so Grea and so impartial that 
were made for him, he was at home, he had , 

alone. “Uponmyword,” thou^tDamel, liet^ahuns^ 

for Goethe.” He ^d raised hiS head, he was Iwbng int 
the faces of the passers-by; he was chenshmg ^ hat^ 
Take care, tram ducroles if it amus« you, but not ^ 
instruments cgoinst me, because I shall ^ 
you in the end ” A fredi gust of rage laid hold ot turn, 
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his feet no longer touched the ground, he flew, delighted 
m his consciousness of power, when suddeiJy an idea, 
edged and flashing, came upon him “But, but, but 
there might be a chance of hidping him to thinly to with 
draw into himself, of ensuring that things should not be 
too easy for him, that would truly be a good deed done.” 
He remembered the abrupt and masculine air with winch 
Marcelle had once snapped at him over her shoulder 
‘\Vhen a woman is completely up against it, she can 
always get herself into the family way ’ It would be too 
amusing if they were not altogether agreed on the matter, 
if he went on haunting the herbalists’ shops, while she, 
ensconced in her pink room, was pimng to have a child 
She would not ha\e dared to tell him, only If there 
were someone, a kindly common fnend, to give her a bttle 
courage “I am a truly evil man,” he thought; with a flush 
of satisfacbon Evil — that must be this extsaordinary sense 
of speed, which detaches wu horn your own self and flings 
you forward, speed took you by the neeJ^ awful and 
ecstabc, gaming momentum every second, smashing into 
all manner of insubstaoUal obstacles that rose abruptly 
to the left and right—' Mathieu, poor devil, I really am a 
scoundrel, I shall wreck his hfe —and snapped like rotten 
branches, how uitoacaUng was the fearful joy of it, sharp 
as an elei^nc shod^ joy uresisbble. ‘ I wonder whe&er he 
will sbll acquue disaplcs A family man won’t be quite 
so popular in such a part” Seiguine’s face when MaUueu 
came to announce bis mamag^ the lad’s contempt his 
devastabng amazement “You’re going to be married?” 
And Mathieu would stammer in reply “A man has some 
sort of duties ” But young men didn’t undentand dubes 
of that kind There was something bmidly strugghng back 
to hfo— Mathieu’s face, his honest, loyal face, but the race 
at once resumed its headlong course evil could only main- 
tain its balance at full speed, like a bicycle. His thought 
leaped ahead of him, alert and joyous ' He is a ^d fel 
low, Mathieu, no evd m him at all, he is of the race of 
Abel, he has his own form of conscience, Wdl, he ought 
to many Marcelle After that he can rest upon his laurels, 
he IS sbU joung, he will have a whole me in which to 
congratulate himself on a good deed ” 

168 



, 'There was something so dizzying in the languishing 
repose of a puie conscience a pure unfathomable con- 
saence beneath this gemal and famihai shy, that he didn’t 
know whedier he aspired to it for Mathieu’s sake or for his 
own. The fellow was set, resigned, and calm— yes, perfectly 
calm. . . .“And if she wouldn’t. - . . Ah, if there’s a chance 
single chance that she mi^t want to have the baby, 
m swear she'll ask him to many her tomorrow evening." 
Monsieur and Madame Ddarae . . .Monsieur and Madame 
Delame have the honor to inform you. . . .“After all, I am 
their guardian angel, the angel of the hearth." It was an 
archangel, an arc&ngel of hatred, a veiy magistenal arch- 
angel, who turned into the me Vexcingdtonx. For one 
uutant he saw before him once again a lean visage bent 
over a book, but the vision was immediately engulfed, and 
it \ws Bobby who reappeared. "6 me aux Ours.” He felt 
as free as air, he could allow himself any sort of tndul- 
genec. The large grocer’s shop in the me Vercing^tonx 
was stul open, and he went in. When he emerged be was 
ttmiM in his tight hand St. Miebad’s sword of fire and 
in ius left band a box of candy for NIme Dufiet. 


CHAPTER X 


hide clock struck ten. Mme Duffet did not seem 
1 , j She looked intently at Daniel, but her c>cs 

I*?® ^ before she goes." be 

She tlirew him a wry smne, but little dnfts of au 
1^ filte^ through her half-dosed bps. She was yawning 
her smile. Suddenly she flung her head back and 
seemcai to male up her mindL she said with an air of aidi 
vivaaty: 

% ^ Ycll, my children, it’s time for me to go to bed. Don t 
ffP hcrup too late, Daniel, I rely on you. If she stays up 
“tc, she sleeps next day till twdve o’clock." 
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She got up and tapped ^foicelle on tlie shoulder with a 
small, bnsk hand MatceHe was sitting on the bed. 

“You heat, ginger-cat,” she said, amusing herself by 
speaking between clenched teeth, “you sleep too late, my 
girl, jou sleep till midday, and you’re getting fat.” 

“I promise faithfully to go away before midmgbt," said 
Daniel 

Matcelle smiled "If I want you to ” 

He turned towards Mme Duffet with an elaborately 
helpless air “What can 1 do?" 

“Well, be sensible,” said Mme Duffet “And thank you 
for the delicious candy ” 

She lifted the nbboned boi to the level of her i^es, 
witli a rather menaang gesture “You are too kmd, you 
spoil me, 1 shall have to scold you soon ” 

“Nothing could give me greater pleasure than your 
appreciation of it," said Darnel gravely 

He leaned over Mme Duffel’s hand and kissed it. Seen 
from near by, the skin was a network of mauve patdies. 

“Atchangdl” said Mme Duffet with a mdbng look. 
“And now I’m off,” she added, kissing Marcelle on the 
forehead 

Marcelle put an arm round her w*aist and held her clo^ 
for a moment, Mme Duffet ruffled her hair and slipped 
quickly out of her embrace. 

“I’ll come and tuck you up later on,” said Marcdle. 

“No you won’t, you bad gul, 1 leave you to your 
archangel ” 

She fled with the agility of a diiJd, and Daiud followw 
her slim back with a cold eye he had thought she would 
never go The door closed, but he did not fed reheveds 
he »V3S a htlle afraid of staying alone wiA hfarcdle He 
turned towards her and saw that she was smiling at Hu®* 

“What are you smiling at?” he asked. ^ , 

"It always amuses me to see you with Mother,” said 
Marcdle “What a flatterer you are, my poor archangdl 
It’s a sham^ you sunply can’t hdp trymg to fascinate 


people.” , 

She eyed him with a propnetary affeebon, apparenuy 
well content to have him to herself “She already has me 
mask of pt^ancy,” thougjit Danid maliciously. He ms* 
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Hkcd her for looHng so hamy He alwaj's felt a httle 
apprehensive when he found mmsclf on the bnnh of those 
long, whisperaJ interviews, but he had to taie the plunge. 
He cleared hu throat “rm in for an attack of asthma,” he 
thought Marcelle was just a solid, dreary smdl, deposited 
on the bed, a huddle of Sesh that would dismte^te at 
the slightest moi eiaent 

She got up “I have som^lng to show you ” She picked 
up a photograph from the mantelpiece. “You alwa)-s 
wanted to know what I looked lite when I was a gul , . 
she said, handing it to him 

Damd took it it was Marcdle at eighteen, she looked 
like a tart, with her slack mouth and hard eyes And 
alwajis the same hmp desh that hung about her like too 
loose a frock. But she was Daiuel looked up and 
caught her anxious look. 

"You were charming,’' he said judinously, “but you 
have scarcely changed." 

Marcelle b<^o to laugh. “Nonsense! You know very 
well that I have changed, you wicked Batterer; but yx>u 
shouldn’t trouble, you aren’t talking to my mother " And 
she added. “Sdll, I was a fine; strapping lass, warn 1 1?" 

"I like you better as you ate;" said Darnel, ‘There was 
something rather slack about yvur mouth . . You now 
look so much mote uitaesting” 

“One never knows if you are senous," she said peev- 
ishly. But It was easy to see that she was flattered 

She stiffened a httle and threw a bncf glance at the 
mirror. This ^y, naive gestureannoyed Darnel therevvas 
a childish and ingenuous candor m tins coquetry of hen 
that clashed with her very ordinary female face. lie smiled 
at her. 

“And now I’m going to ask you why you’re smDing," 
she said. 

“Because you looked at yourself m the glass just as a 
httle gul wnuld do I’m always touched when you happen 
to taws notice of yourself ” 

Marcdle flushed, and tapped her foot on the floor 
“Hell always be a flatlcicrr 

They boA lauded, and Darnel thought rather hinof 
ously. “Now for It ’’ The q»portumty was good, this V'ws 
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“ moment, but be felt blank and bstless He thou^it of 
Mathieu, to put heart into himself, and was glad to find 
bis hatrrf unimpaired Mathiea was as compact and dry 
as a bone, a man who could be hated It was not possible 
to hate Marcelle. 

‘ Marcdle, look at me.” 

He bad thrust his diest forward and was eying her with 
a sohcitous air 
“There,” said Marcelle. 

She returned ius look, but her head was qm\cnng she 
found it difficult to meet a man's look. 

“You seem tired ” 

Marcelle bhnked “I am rather under the weather,” she 
said “It’s the heat” 

Darnel leaned a httle closer and repeated with an air of 
gneved reproach 

“Very bred I was lookmg at you )ust now, while your 
mother was telling us about her tnp to Rome you seemed 
so preoccupied, so nervous—" 

Marcelle mterrupted him, with an indignant laugh 
“Look here, Darnel, that's the third bme she has told yofi 
about that tnp, and you always listen with the same an of 
passionate interest; to be quite frank, it rather annoys 
1 don t know what is in your mmd at such momeob " 
“Your mother amuses mc^” said Daniel ‘ I know her 
stones, but I like to hear her them, there are certain 
httle gestures of hers I find d^^tful ” 

He leiked hu head slt^tly, and Marcelle hunt out 
laughing Darnel was an admirable mimic when he chose. 
But he promptly resumed his senous expression and Mar 
cdle stopped laughing She said “It's you who are look 
ing odd this evening What s the matter with you? ’ 

He paused before replying A heavy silence weighw 
them down, the room was a ventable furnace. Marcdle 
laughed a nervous httle laugh that died at once upon her 
bps Daniel was enjoying lumsdf 
“Marcelle,” he said, ‘ 1 oughtn’t to tell you—” 

She start^ ‘^Vhat? What? For heaven’s sake^ what 
u It?’ 

“You won’t be angry wiBi Mathieu? ’ 
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Slie paled Oh the— He swoie he wouldn't tell 

you” 

“Marcelle, were you really going to keep me in ignorance 
of something so importantl Am I no longer a fnend of 
jours?” 

“It’s so disgustingl” she said 
Ahl At last she was naked No more question of arch 
angels, nor of youthful photographs, she had shed her 
mask of laughmg dignity Here was just a large and pieg 
nantwoman, who smelt of fiesb Daniel felt hot, he pass^ 
a hand across his damp forehead 
“No,” he said slowly, “no, it's not disgusting ” 

An abrupt movement of Matcelle’s elbow and forearm 
streaked through the torrid air of the room. 

“You find me repulsive" she said 
He laughed a youthful lau^ “Repulsive? My dear 
MarccUc, it would be a very long fame before you could 
find anything that would nuke me think you repulsive ” 
Marcelle md not answer, her face was downcast At 
last she said “I so much want^ to keep you out of all 
this...” 

They fell silent There was now a fresh bond between 
them a vile, loose bond. like an umbilical cord 
“Have you seen hfathieu smce he left me?” Darnel 
asked. 

“He telrohoned about one o’clock,” said Marcelle 
Curtly She Wd recovered herself and shffened, she now 
stood on the defensive, erect and with indrawn nostnis, 
she was m agony of nuod 

"Did he t& you that I had refused him the money?" 
“He told me you hadn’t any.” 

“But I had ” 

“You had? ' she iqieatcd in astonishment 
“Yes, but I wouldn’t lend him any Not before having 
seen you, at any rate.” 

He paused and then added “Marcella am I to lend 
him Uie money?” 

"Well,” she said with anbamssment “I just don’t 
know It’s for you to consider whether you can " 

“I most certainly can I have fifteen thousand francs 
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iiiat I can dispose of wthout inconvenjencing mjsdf lo 
Uic slightest 

‘Then — ^jes, ’ said ^^afcdle ‘Yes, my dear Darnel, you 
must lend us the money ’ 

A silence fell Marcelle ciumplcd the sheet between her 
fingers, and her heavy throat began to throb 

You don t understand me, said Darnel “What I mean 
is — do you honestly want me to lend him the money ? ' 

Marcelle raised her head and looVcd at him with sur 
pnse ‘How odd you ar^ Darnell You have something 
m your mind 

"Well — I was merely wondering whether Mathieu bad 
consulted you ” 

‘ Of course he did Anyway ” she said with a faint smSe, 
' you know how it is with people like ourselves, we dont 
consult each other, one of us says we will do this or that, 
and the other objects if he or die doesn t agree." 

Yes,’ said Daniel "Yes Only Uiat is wholly to the 
advantage of the person who had made up his mind the 
other IS bustled around and hasn’t time to make it up ’ 

Fossibl},’ said Marcelle 

‘ I know how much Mathieu respects your adMce," h| 
said 'But I can so well imagine the scene it has haunted 
me all the afternoon He must have got on the high hooe, 
as be always does or these occasions, and then said as 
he swallowed his saliva ‘Hal Very wdl, this calls for 
extreme measures ’ He had no hesitations, and besides, he 
couldn t have any he’s a man Only — ^wasn’t it rather 
hasty? You younelf can hardly have known what jou 
wanted to do? ’ Again he leaned towards Marcelle. ‘Tsn t 
that what happened? ’ 

hfarceile was not looking at him She had turned hez 
head towards the hand basin, and Darnel vimved her m 
profile. She looked doimcast 

“Something hkc tliat,” she said Then she blushed '■i'> 
lentJy ‘ Oh, please don I Jet's talk any more about it, 
Daniel It— it upsets me rather " „ 

Daniel did not take his ^cs off her ‘ Slie is trembliii& 
he thought But he no longer quite knew whether 
enjoyment lay m humihatuig her or himself with her 
he said to himself ‘ It will be easier than X thought. 
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"Maictlle,” he said, "don’t he so aloof, I beseech jou 
1 know how disagreeable it must he to }OU to discuss all 
this ..." 

"Espeaally with you," said Marcelle “Daniel, you are 
so diSerwitr' 

“Good heavens, I am her punty cmbodiedl” he thought 
Agam she trembled and pressed her arms against her 
diest 

“I no longer dare look at you,” she said “Even if I 
don’t disgust you, I feel as if I had lost you ” 

“I know,” said Daniel bitterly “An archangel is easily 
scared Look hei^ Marcelle, don't go on making me play 
this ndiculous part There’s nothing archangdic about 
I am |usl your friend, your best fnend And there’s 
somethmg I intend to say anyway," he added finhiy, "since 
I’m m a position to help you Marcelle, are you really sure 
that you don’t want a clbld? ’ 

A faint and sudden shock thrilled through Maicelle’s 
body, as though it were about to collapse But the dismte* 
grating impulse was abruptly arrested, and the body sanV^ 
a motionless bulk, on the edge of the bed She turned her 
head towards Darnel, she was cnmson, but she looked at 
hun without malice, m helpless amazement ' She is des* 
perate,” thought Daniel 

“You ha\c but to say one word if you are sure of your- 
sdf, Mathicu shall have the money tomonow morning ” 
He almost wanted her to say she was He would send 
the money, and that would be that But she said nothing, 
she had turned towards bun. she looked expectant, he 
must persevere to the end Kly God! ' thought Daniel, 
“she's actually loolang grateful ’ Lake Malvma after he 
had slapped her 

“Youl ’ said she ‘Tou actually asked yourself that ques- 
bonl And hel — Damd, there’s no one but you who takes 
any mterest m me.” 

He got up, came and sat down beside her, and took her 
hand The hand was as soft and fevered as a confidence, 
sflently he held it in bis own NfarccIIe seemed to be strug 
ghng against her tears, she was looking at her knees 
“Marcdl^ don't you really mind if die baby is got 
nd of? ’ 
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‘ What else is there to do?" said Marccllc with a weary 
gesture. 

I ve won,” thou^t Daniel but he felt no pleasure ati 
his victory He was cholang At close quarters, Marcellc 
smelt a httle, he could have sworn she did, so faintly that! 
indeed it could noh perhaps, be properly described as an* 
odor, it was a sort of impr^nahon of the air around her 
And then there was this hand that lay sweating m his 
own He forced himself to squeeze it harder, to male it 
exude aU its sap 

“I don t know what can be done,” he said in rather a 
dry voice; well consider that later on At this moment I 
am thinking solely of you If )ou have this baby, it rmght 
be a disaster, but it might also be a chance of better 
things Marcella )ou must not be able to accuse ^outsell 
later on of not having thought enough about aU this. 

*'Y€Sr—’‘ said Marcelie. Tes ” 

She stared into vacancy with a naive air of candor that 
seemed to reiuvenate her Darnel thought of the young 
student of the photograph true. She was once young 
’ But on that unresponsive face even (he reflections of 
youth had no attraction He dropped the hand abruptly 
and drew back a little. 

"rhink,’ he said m an urgent tone. "Are you really 
sure?' 

‘ I don’t know,” said Marcellc. 

She got up Excuse ro^ 1 must go and tud: up 
Mamma ” 

Darnel bowed silently tt was a ntual ' I’ve won," he 
thought as the door closed He wiped his hands on ^ 
handkeichieh then he got up bnsUy and opened the 
drawer m the mght table it sometimes contains amusing 
letters, brief missives iiom Mathicu, quite conjvpl m 
tone, or uiterminable lamentaUons from Andtfe, who viia 
not happy The drawer was empty; Daniel sat down 
in the easy cluui and thought "I ve won, she s pining to 
layan egg” He was glad to be alone he could thus recover 
from lus hatred. ‘ I bet hell marry her,” he said to bicj- 
sdf ‘ Besides, he has ^aved latlier ba^y, he didn t o'W 
consult her But," he cootioucd with a curt laugh, 
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not worth tlie trouble of habng him for good mobves: 
I’ve got my hands full with the others " 

Marcelle returned with a distraught expression on her 
face. 

"And even supposing I wanted the baby?” she said 
abruptly. "What good would that do me? I can’t afford 
the luxury of being an uninamed mother, and there’s no 
question of his marrying me, of course.” 

Daniel raised astonished eyebrows. "Why not?" he 
asked. “Why can’t he marry you?” 

Marcelle looked at him m bcwildeiinent, then she 
decided to laugh. "But, Damell Surely you know bow w-e 
stand togethwl” 

"I know DOthmg at all," said Darnel “I know only one 
thing* if he wants to, he has only to take the necessary 
steps, like everybody else, and m a month you are his wife. 
Was it you, Marcelle, who deeded never to many?” 

"I should hate him to many me m self-defense.” 

‘That's not an answer " 

Marcelle relaxed a httle. She began to laugh, and Dan* 
iel realized that he bad taken the wrong hne 

"No, really,” she said, "I don’t in the least mind not 
being called Madame Delanie." 

"I'm sure of that,’' said Damd briskly "What I meant 
was — if it were the only means of keeping the chfld? . 

Marcelle seemed overwhelmed. "But — I have never 
looked at things m that light ” 

That was doubtless true. It was very difficult to make 
her face facts; her nose would have to be kept down to 
1 ^ otherwise ^e scattered herself m all direcbons. 

“It’s — it's a matter,” she added, "that w’as just accept©! 
between us* marriage is a form of slavery, and neither of 
us wanted that sort ot tiling 

‘^ut you^ant the childf " 

She did not answer It was the decisive moment, Daniel 
repeated hanhiy 

“Isn't that so? You want flic child?” 

hiarceile leaned one band on the pillow? she had 1^ 
the otlier on her thighs. She lifted it and laid it against 
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her stomach, as though she fdt a pam thei^ it w'as a gro- 
tesque, intriguing scene. Then she said in a forlorn voice 
* Yes I want Uie child " 

The game was won Daniel said nothing He could not 
take his eyes oS that stomach Enemy flesh, lusli, foster 
ing flesh, a ventable larder He icflectra that Mathieu had 
desii^ it, and a bncf flash of sahsfacbon leaped up within 
hun a foretaste of his vengeance The brown, nnged hand 
lay clenched on the sillc fioclc, pressing against the body 
V^t did sh^ feel inside her, ^is bully female in her dis- 
array? He would have Iilicd to he her 
“Daniel,” said Marcellc in a hollow voice, ‘you ha\c 
saved me I — I couldn’t say that to anyone, not to anj-one 
m the world, I had come to believe it was wrong’ Slie 
looted at him anxiously * It isn t wrong, u it? ' 

He could not help laughing “\Vrong? But that’s a per 
verted point of view, Marcellc. Do you think jour desucs 
wrong when they arc lutural? ' 

‘ No, I mean— as concerning Mathicu- It’s like a breach 
of contract” 


“You must have a frank talk with him, that’s all ” 
Marcellc did not answer; she looked as though she were 
reflecting Then she said suddenly, and with fervor 
“All, u I had a duld, I swear I wouldn t let him spoil 
his life as I have done ” 

*Tou haven't spoilt your life” 

“I have ” 

‘ No, you haven t, Marcellc. Not yet ” 

‘ I have indeed I have done nothing and nobody 
needs m e ' 

He did not answer it was true 
‘ Mathieu doesn’t nc^ me If I were to die — well, he 
wouldn t feel it in his bones Nor would you, Daniel 
You have a great aSechon for me, whidi is perhaps what 
I most value in the world But you don t need me; it is I 
who need you ’ 

Should he answer? Or protest? He must be careful 
Marcellc seemed to be possessed by one of her accesses of 
cymeal clairvoyance. He took her hand without saying a 
word and squeezed it meamngiy 
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“A baby” Marcdle went oa * A baby certainly wouid 
need me ” 

He stroked her band. **I^s to Mathieu that you ought 
to be saying all this ” 

“I can’L" 

“But why?” 

“I’m dumb I wait for it to come from him ” 

“But you know it never will he doesn't ^htnl■ of such a 
thing ” 

“Why doesn’t he? You thought of it” 

“f don’t know ” 

“Very well, then, we must leave things as they are. You 
wni lend us the money, and I will go to this doctor ” 

‘ You can’tl” cned Danid brusquely “You can tt ' 

He stopped short and gbneed at her with mistrust it 
was emobon that had for^ that foolish exclamabon out 
ofJuni The idea made him shiver, he loathed any sort of 
self abandonment. He bit his lips, and raised one eyebrow 
m an attempt to look sarcasbc AH m vain, he ou^t not 
to have seen her she sat with shoulders bent her arms 



a httle while ago Between thirty and forty, people stak^ 
on their last chance. She was going to wager and she 
would losQ in a few days she would be nothing but a 
lump of misery. Thu he roust prevent 
“Suppose I discussed it with Mathieu myself?” A slime 
of pity had engulfed him He had no sympathy for Mar 
celTe, and he felt profoundly disgusted, but the pity was 
there, and not to be demed He would have done any 
thing to extricate himself Marcelle raised her head, her 
m^ression suggested that she thought him crazy 
“Ducuss it with him? You? Really, Darnel, what can 
you be thinkmg about?" 

“One could tell him — that I’ve met you — ” 

“Where? I never go out. And even so, should I have 
been likely to tell you all this pomt blank?” 

“No clearly not.” 

Marcclle laid a hand on his knee. “Daniel, I you 
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not to Ult a hand m thu affair I'm \cry angry wth 
Matliicu, he oughtn't to ha\e told jou " 

But Darnel clung to lus idea "Luten, Marccllc, this is 
what K.C must do Fell him the tnilli quite simply 1 shall 
say ‘You must forgne u$ oui httle decepUon hfaicelic 
and 1 do see each other now and tlicn, and we haioit 
told you” 

‘ Danidr begged Matcclle, * it can t be done I won t 
ha\o you talking about me. 1 wouldn’t for the world scOT 
fo make any clsamr. Jt’sforhim lovraiastasd 'Sbeadded 
witli a coniugal aur “And then, you know, he would not 
forgive me for not hawng told him myself We always tell 
each other everything" 

Daniel thought ‘ She ts a good acaturc.” But he did not 
want to laugh 

But I should not speak in your name,” he said “I 
should tell him tliat rve seen you, that you look dis- 
tressed, and that things were possibly not so simple as be 
thought All this as though conuog from myself ' 

* 1 won t have it," said Marcclle doggwly ' 1 woo t 
have It 

Daniel looked avadly at her shoulders and neck. 'Ibis 
crass obstinacy annoyed him, he wanted to break it down 
He was possessed by a vast and vile dcs>t(s»to desecrate 
that conscience and with her plumb the depths of tins 
humility But it was not sadism it was something more 
tentative and dinging, more a matter of tlie flesh It was 
goodwill 

"It must be done, Marcelte Marcclle, look at me” 
He took her by the shoulders, and his fingers seemed 
to slide into soft butter 

‘ If I don t tdl him, you never will, and— what will be 
the result? You will live beside him in silence and come 
to hate him in the end ’ 

Marcclle did not answer, but he understood from her 
peevish and deflated look that she was about to yield 
Apin she said 
I won t have iL” 

He released her If you won't Jet me do as I say,’ he 
said angrily, I shan t forgive you for a long while. You 
will have wrecked your life with your own hands ' 
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Here was this woman, and this repellent and intoncating 

communion of two selves. 

Marcella passed a hand over ter hair “Well, let us try,” 
she said denantly “After all, it will be a test" 

“A test?" asked Daniel “A test for Matiueu, do you 
mean?" 
pfes” 

“Can you suppose that he will remain indifferent? That 
he wont be eager to have an explanation with yon?” 

"I don’t know." And she added curtly "I want to 
respect lum.” 
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Danjds heart Itcsan to throb \iolnitlf “Dent j’WJ 
rcipcx.1 lura any more?" , 

Ccruinlj . . But I in no loognr in confiJcnce waui 
him Since itate-day evening, lie has bca>— Vou arc 
light lie has been ltx> nes^lectfoh He took no tioubis 
aliiut me. And Uio ivhal he said on the telephone today 
waj pituble He—** She blmbcd. "He icit impelled to 
tdl me that he loved nc. Jut as he was hanging up the 
Tctavex It itank ol a bad cotisocncc I can t tell you the 
dfcct It lud on me. If ever 1 ceased to respect lam— But 
I won t Uunk of that When I happen to be angsy 
him, i m alwaya so upscU If only he tries to inakc me laJx 
a bit tomonow, li he weuld ask me once, and only once 
Wlut IS m yeur mind?' " 

She was silent and sat sluking her head despondently 
“I'll talk to him," said Darnel \VTicn I leave jou, I H 
drop a note in hts letterbox and male an appointment 
lor tomorrow '' 

Hicy were silent Darnel began to think of tomomw’i 
iiilciview It looked like bang hard and healed, another 
plunge into Uie chngmg sUme of mty 
Damcir said Marcule. “Dear Dame!’* 

He nued bu head and met her eyes Hie look m tbcm 
was heavy and tiypnoUc, bnmoung watli saual grabtud^ 
the look that follows love. He dosed hu eyes Sic re wi s 
between than sorncth ine m oie than love. She stood opo i. 
li^ h ad entet^ into licrTllicy wae now one mtit y. 
^Danicir' hfaiccile repeated 
Daniel opened his eyes and (roughed, he had a touch 
of asdima He took her band and lossed it hogmngly, 
holding his breath 

My archangel, * said Warcclle oixr his head He will 
spend his whole life bent over that odorous hand, and she 
will stroke hu hair 
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CHAPTER XI 


A geeat mauve flower was nsing towards the slc)^ it 
was the night And in that night Mathieu was walk 
mg through the aty, tluoking “i'm a wash-out ” It was 
quite a new idea, he must turn it over m his mind and 
sniff at it with arcumspection Fmm time to brae Mathieu 
lost it, nothmg remained but the words The words were 
not devoid of a certain somber charm “A wash-out" 
Imaginabon could conceive all manner of grand disasters 
— suiad^ revolt, and other violent issues But the idea 
quickly T^umed no, nothmg of that kjod, what was here 
in quesbon was a httlc qui^ modest misery, no matter 
for demair; on the contrary, a rather soothing state of 
mmd Mathieu had the impression that he had )ust been 
allowed any indulgence he fancied, like a sick nun who 
cannot roover “All I need do is to go on hvmg," he 
thought He read the name ' Sumaba" in letters of fire, 
and the Ne^ burned towards him, touching his cap On 
the threshold Mathieu hesitated he could hear confused 
sounds, a tango, his heart was still filled with lethargy 
and darkness And then — it happened in an instant, |ust as 
a sleeper suddenly finds himself on his feet in the mom 
mg without knowing how be pjt there he had pulled the 
green curtain aside, walked down seventeen steps, and 
emerged mlo a scarlet, echoing cellar, picked out witli 
patches of unwholesome white — the tablecloths. At the 
far end of the cellar silkshirtcd gauchos were playing 
dance-music on a platform Before him stood a throng of 
people, mobonless, decorous, and apparently expectant 
they were dancen, they looked like gloomy vicbms of 
an interminable desbny Matliieu surveyed the room 
listlessly, m search of Boos and Ivich 
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“A table, su? ' A sleek jouog man bowed to bun with 
an insmuaUng air 

“I m looking for someone;" said Mathieu 
The young man recognized him ‘ Oh, it’s you, sir," 
he said cordially ‘ Mademoiselle Lola is dressing Vour 
friends are at the far end, on the left— I'll take jou along ’’ 
‘ No, thaiAs, I shall find them all nght You ve very full 
thisevemng" 

Yes, not so bad Mostly Dutch Rather noisy, but they 
dnnk a good deal ’ 

The young man vanished There was no prospect of 
frireading a way between the dancing couples Mathieu 
waited, he listened to the tango and the shuffling feet, 
watching the slow evolubons of that taatum assemblage. 
Bare shoulden, a Negros head, some handsome w’omen 
getting on m years, and a number of elderly gentlemen 
danang with an apologetic ait The rasping notes of the 
tango passed over that heads the bandsmen did not 
appear to be playing for ^ar benefit ‘ What on earth am 
I doing here? said Mathieu to himself Hu )3d:et was 
shiny at the elbows, hu trousers bad lost their creases, he 
was a poor dancer, and he was mcapable of amusing him 
sdf with the appropnate air of grave vacuity He felt ill at 
ease in Montmartre, despite the benevolence of the head 
waiters, one could never feel at one s ease, there was a 
seme of anxioiu, restless cruelty in the air 
The white lighb were switched on again ^lathieu ad 
vanced on to the dance floor among a throng of retreating 
backs In an alcove stood twxi tables At one of them a 
man and a woman were talking mtennittently, with eyes 
averted At the other he saw Boru and Ividi leaning 
towards each other, looking lety intent and quite charm 
ingly austere. ‘ like two httie monks ” It was Inch who 
was talkmg, and gesticulating vivaciously Never, even m 
her confidential moments, lud she presented such a face 
to Mathieu How young they arel thou^t Mathieu He 
felt inclined to turn around and go away But he went on 
towards them, because he coiUd no longer endure his soli- 
tude; he felt as though he were loobng at them through a 
keyhole. Soon they would catch sight of him, they would 
turn towards him those impassive faces which they kept 
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for tJiar parents and important persons, and even in thar 
very hearts there would be sot^htng dianged He was 
now quite near Ivicb, but she had not seen him She was 
leamag dose to Boris’s ear and whispenng She looked a 
httle--|ust a very httle— like an elder sister, and she was 
talking to Boos with an ait of baffled tolerance Mathieu 
felt a httle cheered even with hw brother Ivich did not 
quite let herself go, she played the part of elder sister, she 
never forgot henelf Bom laughed shortly 
‘ Punk, was all he said 

Mathieu laid a hand on their table ‘ Punk.” On that 
r^ord thar dialogue dosed forever it was like the bst 
rcjomdei m a novd or a play Mathieu gazed at Bons and 
Ivich they looked quite lomanbc^ he thought 
“Hdlo,” he said 
* Hello,” said Bons, getbng up 
Mathieu threw a bnef glance at Ivich she was leaning 
back m her chair Her eyes were pale and mournful "The 
real Ivich had disappeared “And why the real one? ’ he 
thought with imtatiOQ 
‘flow are you, Mathieu?” aid Ivich 
She did not smile, not did she look astonished or an 
QOyed, she seemed to find Mathioi s presence quite oat 
uial Bom jerked a band towaids the packed hall 
‘ Quite a crowd,” he said with atisfacbon 
es,” said Mathieu 
“Would you like my place? ’ 

‘T^o, don’t trouble; you U want it for Lola later on ” 

He sat down 'The dancefloor was deserted, and tliere 
no one on the band platfomi, the gauchos had fin 
ished that suoression of tangos, the Negro jazz, ' Hijito s 
band," would soon take thar place 
“\Vhat arc you dnnking?" asked Mathieu 
People were buzzing around him, Ivich had not re. 
caved him unamtably a moist warmth ran Uirough hun, 
3nd li e savored the agreeable intemificabon of exis^ ce 
that romes horn the ^sc ot bang a man among dflicr 
men 

“A vodka,” said Ivich 

“Dear mel So you now like the itufl?” 

“Ifs sbong,’ she said, without comnutbng herself 
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• But vvliat’s asUdMilhicu, anxious to deal lairly, 
poinlmg to a v^hitc ftolli m Horn's gloss. 

* Bons c>cd him with jovul and open mouthed adniira* 
tion. Matliicu felt cmharrasscd . . , „ 

“It’s filtliy,” S3>d Boris, "it’s tlic bartaidcr^s cocltaO. 

“I suppoic >tju ordcr^ it for politeness’ sak^ 

' He s pcstenng me for the last tlircc wcclcs to try 
iL 'flic fact IS he doesn't know how to make cocktaDs. He 
became a ^rtendet because he had been a conjurer, ffc 
sayt it’s the same sort of job, but he's wrong " 

• I suppose he’s thu^ng of the shaker/' said hlalhicu. 
"And besides, breaking ^gs calls for a hght hand." 

"In that case he’d better have become a juggler. Any* 
uay, I ivouldn’t have touched his foul compound, but I 
borrowed a hundred from bun this evening' 

"A hundred {tancs/’ said Ivich, "but 1 had that anvount," 
"So had I,” said Bons, liut its just because he's tlic 
bartender It's the thing to borrow money from a bar- 
tender/' he cspUitied in a faintly austere tone. 

Mathieu looked at the bartender He was standing 
behind hu bar, all in white, arms folded, smobng a 
Qgarette He looked like a plaad sort of man 

• I should like to have b^ a bartender," said Matbieu, 
"it must be neat fun ” 

"It would have cost )Ou a lot," said Bons, “jou would 
have broken so many glasses " 

Silence fell Boris lookol at Mathieu, and Ivich looked 
at Bons 

"I’m not wanted," sard Matbieu sadly to lumsclf 
Tlie head waiter handed him the champagne list: he 
must be careful, he had under five hundred francs left. 
"I'll have a whisky," said Mathieu 
He was seized with a sudden disgust for economy a nd 
the meager wad^f notes, langiiishi^ in his^jockettxjok. 
He"call^ tHe^cad waiter back. 

‘ One moment I’ll have some champagne " 

He lool^ at the list a^ui hlumm cost tluec hundred 
francs 

‘Tou’ll dnnk some," he said to Ivich 
"No— yes," she said after bncf tefieeboa. ‘ I do like it 
better " 
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‘ Bring a bottle of Mumm, cordon rouge ” 

“I’m always glad to dnnk champagne,” said Boris, 
“because I don’t like it One must get used to it ” 

“Wdi, you are a pan, you two,” said Mathieu "You’re 
always dnnbng stuff you don’t like.” 

Eons beamed he adored Mathieu to talk to him in that 
tone Ivich bit her bps "One can t say anything to them,” 
thought Mathieu a little testily ‘One of them always 
takes offense ” 'There they were, confionbng him, intent 
and grave, they had each of them conceived their individ 
ual picture of Mathieu, and they each insisted that he 
should conform to iL TTie trouble was that the two pic 
hires conflicted 
They sat m silence 

Ma^eu stretched his 1^ and smiled contentedly 'The 
notes of a trumpet, shrill and defiant, reached hts ears m 
gusts. It did not occur to him to listen for a tune it was 
there, that was all, it made a noise and gave hun a nch, 
mctalhc thnll all over his skm He realized, of course, that 
he was a wash-out but, when all was said, id this ^oce- 
hall, at that table, among all those fellows who were also 
wash-outs. It did not seem to matter very much and was 
not at all unpleasant He looked around the bartender 
was still dreaming; on his right was a fellow wcanng a 
monocle, alone, with a lined, drawn face; and another, 
farther off, also alone, and Oiiee dnnks and a lady s hand 
bag on the table before him, his wife and his fnend were 
no doubt danang, and he looked m fact rather relieved 
he yawned heavily behind his band, and his httle eyes 
hUnk^l With satisbcbon Smooth and siruling faces every 
where, but nun m theu eyes Mathieu suddenly felt a 
kinship with all those creatures who would have done 
so mudj better to go hom^ but no longer had the power, 
and sat there smokmg slender cigarettes, dnnking steely 
tasting compounds, smiling^ as their ears oozed music, and 
dismally contemplabng the wreckage of their deshny, he 
fdt the discreet appeal of a humble and timorous happi 
°cs$ ’ Taney being one of that lot . " Fear shook him, 
and he turned towards Ivich Mahaous and aloof as she 
^ws, in her Uy his sole salvaboa Ivich was peering rather 
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dubiously at tlie transparent hquid remaining m her glass 
‘Tfou must dnnh it at one go,” said Bons 
“Don’t do that,” said Ntitiueu, “you 11 scorch >our 
throat " 

“Vodka ought to be drunk straight off, said Bons 
severely 

Ivich picked up her glass “1 would sooner dnnk it 
I shall have finished it quicker” 

“No, don t dnnk it, wait for the champagne " 

“I must swallow the stuff,” she said imtablyj “I want 
to enjoy myself ” 

She threw herself back in her chair, raised the glass to 
her bps, and tipped its entue contents mto her mouth, 
rather as thou^ she were filhog a ]ug She temamed thus 
for a second, not daring to swallow, with a little pool of 
fire at the bottom of her gullet Mathicu fdt dutiessed 
“Swallowl ’ Bons said to her “Imagme that it's water 
that’s the only thing to do ” 

Ivich’s neck swcU^, and she laid down the glass with a 
homTile gnmace; bet eyes were full of teats The dark- 
haired lady at the next tabl^ emerging for an instant from 
her morose abstraction, glanc^ at her mdignantly, 

"Pahl ' said Ivich ‘ How it bums) It’s firel” 

“I’ll buy you a bottle to practice on,” said Bons 
Ivich rraected for a momeut “It would be much better 
for me to tram on marr^ it s stronger ’ And she added with 
a rueful air “I think I shall be able to enjoy myself now ” 
No one replied She turned briskly towards Mathieu, it 
was the first time she had looked at him 
"I suppose you can stand a lot of hquor? ’ 

‘ He’s a tenor,” said Bons "I’ve seen him dnnk seven 
whiskies one day when he was talking to me about Kant. 
In the end I stopped Ustemng, I was bght enough for the 
two of us ” 

It was true even in that way Mathieu could not s^ 
his consQ OU sn^ All the dnie he was drinking, he took a 
stronger Tioid on— what? On what? Suddenly he saw a 
vision of Gaugmn, a broad, pallid face with desolate eyes 
“On_mjLbuijian_digruty,' he thought He was afraid that 
if be lost gnp of hi^eU for an instant^ be would suddenly 
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find nitbiB his head, astia; and dnfbng Hkc a summer 
haz^ the thou^t of a 8y or a cockroach 
"I have a honor of bong tight’ be explained apolo- 
gebcally “I drmk, but my whole body revolts against 
drunkenness” 

“And jet you're obshnate,” said Boru with admirabon 
"As obstinate as an old mule." 

"I’m not obstinate, I m highly strung I don't know how 
to let myself go I must always t hmk of wh atiS-happeping 
to me — it's a lomTof seft ptotectioo'* And he added ironi 
cally, as though to him^f 1 m a thinking teed *' 

As thougfi to himself But^ it wasn't true, he wasn t 
bemg sincere he really wanted to please Ivich ‘ So,” he 
though^ ‘Tve got to that pomt' He had b^n to 
exploit his OW’D downfall, he did not scorn to extract some 
small advantages from tb he used it to fiatta young 
women “Rotterl He stopped m consternation when he 
used that epithet to hims^, be was not smccre either, be 
was not really indignant It was a tnck to retneve himself, 
he thought, to sav*e himself from humiliabon by such 
"lucidity, ’ but the luadity cost him nothing, rather it 
entertamed him And the very judgment that he passed 
upon his oivn luadity, this dodge of climbing on to his 
own shoulders ‘ I roust transform myself to the \ery 
bones ” But nothing could help him to do that all his 
thoughts were taintS from their ongin Suddenly Mathieu 
began to open gently hke a wound, he saw hims^ exposed 
and as he was thoughts, thoughts about thoughts, 
thou^ts about thoughts of thoughts, he was transparent 
and corrupt beyond any finite vision Then the vision van 
ished, he found himself sitbng opposite Ivich, who was 
eying him with a rather quizzical expression 
"Well?" he said to her So jou ve been doing some 
work lately” 

Ivich shrugged her shouldera angnly "I don t want to 
talk about that I’m side of it, 1 m here to enjoy myself ’ 
“She spent the day curled up on her sofa, wath eyes like 
Mucen " And Boris added with pnde, ignonng the black 
looks that his sister flung at him She s a queer girl, she 
could die of cold m tbc middle of the summer ’ 
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Ivich had been shivenng for many a long hour, and 
sobbing too perhaps But me showed no sign of it at the 
moment she had dabbed a bttle blue on her ejehds and 
raspberry red on her lips, her cheeks were flumcd with 
alcohol, she looked resplendent 
*'I want this to be a grand evening,” she said, “as it’s 
my last " 

‘ Don’t be absurd " 

'Tes it is, ’ she said doggedly, ' I shall be flunked, I'm 
certain, and I shall go away immediately, I shan’t he able 
to stay a day longer m Pans Or posnbly— ” 

She fell silent 
* Or possibly? ’ 

“Noting Don t let's talk any more about it, please, it 
makes me feel ashamed Ah, here s the champagne, ’ she 
said gaily 

Mathieu looked at the bottle and thought ‘Three hun 
dred and fifty francs " The fellow who had spoken to him 
the day before in the rue Vercing^tonx was a wash-out 
too, but on a modest footing—no champagne and agree- 
folhes, and, moreover, he was hungry Mathieu was 
revolted by the bottle It was heavy and black, with a 
white naplon round its nedc The waiter, bending over the 
ice-pail with a stiff and reverential air, twirled it dexter 
ously wth his fingertips Mathieu was shll loohng at the 
r* thinking of the fellow of the day before 

and felt his heart contract with genuine anguish, but at 
that moment a decorous young man appeared on foe plat 
form and chanted fotough a m^aphone 

“Oh yes, he threw a winner— 

Did Emile ’ 

Here was that bottle revolving ceremoniously between 
those pallid fingen, and here were all those people stew 
mg m their luice without making any fuss at all ‘ Well," 
thought Mathieu, “he smell of cheap red wine, so foercs 
really no difference Anyway, I dont like champagne" 
He saw foe dance-hall as a miniature hell, as hght as a 
soap-bubble, and he smiled 
‘ What do you find so fanny? ’ asked Boris, laughing m 
anbcipation 
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"r%e ]ust remembered that I don't like champagne 
either" 

Theienpon they all three burst out laughing Ivich’s 
laugh was rather shnll, the naghbonng lady turned her 
head and looked her up and down 
"We’re very cheerful!” said Bom And he added “We 
ought empty it into the ice pail when tlie waiter has 
gone." 

“fust as jou lik^” said Mathieu 
"No," said Iwch, "I vfant to dnnk. I’ll dnnk the whole 
bottle if you don’t want any " 

The waiter filled their gl^cs, and Mathieu raised his 
gloomily to his bps Ividi looked at hers with an air of 
perplexity. 

‘ It wouldn’t be bad," said Born, "if it were served hot" 
The white lights went out, die red lights came on, and 
a toll of drums echoed thto^ the room A short, bald, 
paunchy gentleman m a dinner jacket jumped on to the 
platform and b^n to smile into a megaphone 
"Ladies and gentlemen, the management of the Su* 
matra has great pleasure m pieseobng to you Miss Elhnoi 
OQ her first appearance m Fans Miss El h nor, ’ he re- 
peated “Hal’ 

At the first chords from a dulamer, a tall, blonde girl 
entered the room. She was naked, and her body, m the 
cninsoned air, looked like a long stnp of cotton I^thieu 
turned to Ividi she was gazing at Uie naked girl with her 
pale, wid^opcn eyes, she bad assumed her convulsed and 
cruel expression 
"I know her,” whispered Bons 

The girl danced, agonizing m the desire to please; she 
samed amateurish, she flung her legs vehemently to and 
fro, and her feet stood out like fingers at the cxtremibes 
of her I^s. 

"She cant keep that up," said Bons, "she’ll collapse." 
And m fact her long limbs looked disquietingly fragile 
when she put her feet on the floor, her It^s quivered from 
the a^es to the thighs She came up to the edge of the 
platform and turned around "Oh Lord,” tliought Mathieu 
wearily, “she’s going to do the backside act ' From time 
to time the music was drowned by bursts of conversation. 
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"She can’t dance,” said Ivich’s neighbor with set hps 
"With dnnks at thirty 6vc francs, the show ought to be 
first rate ” 

"They’ve got Lola Montero,” said her large compamon 

’That doesn't matter it's a disgrace, they ve picl^ tliat 
girl up in the street” 

The woman sipped her cocktail and began to fidget with 
bet rmgs Mathieu looked around the room — all the faces 
were stem and cnbcal, the audience were enjoying dieir 
own disfavor the girl seemed to them doubly naked 
because she was so clumsy She looked as though she 
sensed that hostihty and yearned to placate them 
Mathieu was struck by her wild desire to give satisfaction 
she thrust out her parted buttocks m a frenzied effort that 
wrung the very heart 
‘ She’s trying very hard, ’ said Bons 
"It won t he any us^' said Mathieu, "they want to be 
treated with respect ” 

"They want to see backsides” 

“Yes, but that sort of thmg needs to be neatly done ” 
For a moment the dancers legs tapped the floor be- 
neath that gay but ineffectual postenor, men she stood up, 
smiled, raised h« arms and shook them a sluver npplw 
down them, shd over the shoulder blades, and vanished in 
the hollow of the back 

‘Well, I never saw such a stick of a girl sard Bons 
Mathieu did not answer, he had been thinking about 
Ivich He did not dare look at hex, but he remembered 
1^ ait of cruelty, when all was said, she was like the rest, 
the nasty little creature doubly protected by her charm 
and her unassurmng frock, she was possessed by all the 
sensations of the vilest of her kind, as her eyes devoured 
that poor naked flesh A flood of bitterness rose to 
Mathieu s lips and brought a taint of poison to his mouth 
‘She neednt have troubled to make such a fuss this 
morning " He turned his head slightly and caught sight of 
Ivich’s fist lying clenched upon the table The thumbnail, 
scarlet and sharpened, pomted to the dance-floor like an 
anow on a dial ‘ She is qmte alone, ’ he thought; ‘ she is 
hiding her wied:ed face imder her hair, she is sitting 
with her thi^s together, and having an orgasm! ’ The idea 
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was mote tiiao he could bear, he nearly got up and went, 
but had not the strength of will and merely thoughtJ “And 
I love that girl for her punty." The dancer, with her hands 
on her lups, was slufting sideways on her beds, she 
brushed her hip against the tablq Mathieu wished his 
desires could have bwn aroused by tlrat la^e and cheerful, 
tad beneath the wriggling backbone if only to distract 
him from his thoughts or to put Ivich out of countenance. 
The girl was now cionching, 1^ apart, slowly swaying to 
and no, like one of those pale Untems swung by m’ghl in 
wayside railway stations by an mvisible arm. 

“Pahl” said Ivich. “I shan’t look at her any more.” 
Madiieu turned towards hex with astonishment; he 
saw a tihinguiat face, distorted by anger and disgust. “So 
she was not excited,’’ he realized with thankfulness, Ivich 
shuddered, he tried to smile at her, but his head was 
echoing with die sound of faiiy bells; Boris, Ivich, the 
obscene body, and the purple mist slid out of bis kciu He 
was alone, there were Bengal hghts in the distance, and, 
in the smoke, a four-l^M morutet turning cartwheels, 
and the fesbve strains ofa band that reached him in gusts 
ditough a damp rustle of foliage. ‘'What can be the mat- 
ter with me?" he asked himself. It was like what had 
happened in the morning: all this was just a mere per- 
formance; Mathieu was somewhere dsc. 

The band came to a stop, and the girl stood motion- 
less, turning her face toward the hall. Above her smile 
were lovely, agonized c^cs. No one applauded and there 
were a few jeers. 

“Brutesl" said Boris. 

He clapped loudly. Astonished faces turned towards 
him. 

"Be quiet,'* said Ividi, "you mustn’t applaud." 

^She does her best " said Boris, applauding. 

AH the more reason." 

^ Boas shrugged bis shoulders. “I know her,” he said; 
t ve dined with her and Lola, slic’s a good sort of girl, 
blit silly" 

TTie girl disappeared, snuhog and blowing kisses. A 
WQitc hgbt flooded the nxim. this was the moment of 
awakening: the audience were idicvcd to find themselves 
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in that own company again after justice had been done 
Ivich’s neighbor lit a cigarette and smiled a winning smile 
solely for her benefit Kfathieu did not awaken, this was 
a white nightmare; faces aglow all round him with lau^ 
mg, limp complacency, most of them apparently unm 
habited--“mine must be like that, with the same alertnes 
in tlie eyes and the comers of the mouth, and jet only 
too obviously hollow”, it was a ni^tmare figure of a man 
who jumped on to the platform and waved for sflence; 
there was a foretaste of the suipnse he expected and an 
affected nonchalance in his mere announcement into the 
megaphone of the celebrated name 

‘ Lola Montcrol ' 

The hall thrilled with responsive enthusiasm, there was 
a crackle of applause, and Boris seemed delighted 

"They’re in a good mood toiught — this is going to be 
some showl ’ 

Lola was leaning against the door, from a distance her 
flattened, furrowed face looked like the mask of a hon, 
her shoulders, a quivenng whiteness flecked with pecn, 
recalled a bitch tree on a wmdy evening under the nead 
lights of a car 

‘ How beauhful she ist ’ murmured Ivich 

She advanced with long, calm stndes and a sort of non 
chalant despair, she had the small hands and the sultry 
charms of a sultana, but there was a masculine lavishncss 
in her approach 

She’s the goods,” said Boris adminnely, “she won’t get 
the bird ” 

It was true the people m the front tow were sitting 
back in that chairs quite awed, as though they hardly 
dared look too closely at that famous head It was a head 
for a tribune, the large commanding head of a public 
personage with something of a politician air that thick 
ened the features a prachced mouth, trained to open 
wide and spit honor and disgust through outthrust lipr» 
in a voice that all can hear Lola sbffened suddenly, Ivich's 
neighbor heaved a thnlled, admiring sigh ‘Shes got 
them,' thought Mathicu 

He felt embarrassed fundamentally, Lola was a noble 
and passionate character, but her face behed her a great 
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deal it merely simulated noMity and passion She suf 
fcicd, Dons drove her to despciaLon, but for five mmutes 
in the day she tooh advantage of her singer's act to suffer 
beautifully VVdl, what about me? Am 1 not doing just 
the same in unpenonatrag a wash-out to the accompani 
mentofabandrAndy-ct, bethought, it’s quite true that 
I m a wash-ouL ’ Around him it was just the same there 
were people who did not cost at all, mere puih of smoke; 
and others who costed rather too much The bartender, 
for instance. A httle while agp he had been smoking a 
ogarette, as vague and poetic as a fiowenng creeper; now 
he had awakened, he was rather too much the blender, 
mampulating his shaker, opening i^ and tipping jcHow 
froth into passes with sb^tly sup^uous piccisioo he 
was impeisonatmg a hartender hlatlucu thought of Bru 
net. Terhaps its mevitable; perhaps one has to choo se 
between being nothing at all and impCTmnati pg whaf Fne 
IS That would be temble," he said to Oimsdf; ''it would 
mgn that we were natoraffy bogi^ " ~ 

~Iola, without hurraing herselt, looked around Uie hall 
Her melancholy masK had hardened and set, it seemed to 
dipg fo^otten to her face. But ui the depths of her ejes, 
which alone showed signs of hf^ Mathieu thought he 
could descry a flame of harsh and meoaong cunosity that 
was not fogned She at last caught sight of ^ns and Ivich 
and scem^ reassured. She threw them a lar^ good 
luturcd smile and then announced with an abs^t air* 
A sailor's song Johnny Palmer" 

“1 like her voice," said Ivich, it reminds one of thick 
nbbed velvet ' 

And Mathieu thought "Johnny Palmer again ” 

The orchestra plajra a few opening phrases and Lola 
raised her heavy anns~-there she was, standing m an 
attitude of cniafcaon, and he watclied a ctunsoned mouth 
open 

"Who IS it that's cmel, jealous, hard? 

Who cheats when he can t hold a card!" 
Mathieu was no longer listening, this image of gnef 
made hun feel ashamed It was only an images he Imew 
that quite w dl, but none the less 
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“I don ’t know how to soffcTr I never suffer, enoug h. 
The niost pain till' tKin'g”a56ursufienng was that ;t a 
phantom, one spent one’s time pursuing it, one alwaw 
hop^ to catch it and plunge it and suffer squarely 
witli clenched teeth, hut m that instant it escaped, Iea\^g 
nothing bdund but a scattomg of words and countless 
demented, pullulafang arguments “There’s a chattering 
in my head, and the chattenng won’t stop Oh, how I 
wish I could be alcntl * He looked enviously at Boris, be* 
>iind that dogged forehead there must be vast silences. 

"Who IS it that's jealous, cruel, bard? 

"Why, Johnny Palmer ” 

“I m lyingl” His downfall, his lamcntabons, all were hes, 
and from. Ae vo i d, he wat iTinut into the void, at th e 
surtac^Thimself. to escape ^ unendurabl^ pressurep t 
jus veiitab l e wo rld A bl ack an d toT ud worlcTtKat stao^ t 
“ ^er m that world Mathieu was not a wash-out— -noc ljy 
any means, it was worse than that he was a cbeciy fellow 
—a cheery doer of lU deeds It was Marcelle who would 
be washed out if he did not find five thousand francs 
within two days Washed out for good and all, and that 
was that; which meant that ^e would lay her egg or run 
the nsk of djing under tlie hands of an abortionisL In 
that world si^eiing was not a condibon of the soul and 
wiards were not needed to aq>lain it it was an aspect of 
thmgs “Mary her, you shoddy httle bohenuan, marry 
her, ray dear f^ow, why don t you many her? — I bet i^ 
finish her,’’ thought Mathieu with horror Everyone ap- 
plauded and Lola dagned to smQe. She bowed and said 
"A song from a musical comedy Tbe Pirate’s Be- 
trothed ’ ’’ 

“I don’t like her when she sings that. Margo Lion was 
much better More tempeiamentd Lola is too sensible, 
quite devoid of tempenmenL Besides, she’s too race She 
hates me, but with a good compact hatred, the healthy 
habed of an honest human berag ” He listened absently 
to these hgbt thoughts which scumed around like rats m 
a bam Beneath them lay a dense and mournful slumber, a 
dense world that waited silently. Mathieu would drop 
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baclv into it in due course. He saw Marcelle, he saw her 

hard mouth and distracted cjes * Marry her, \ou shoddy 

bohemian, many her, you have reached the age or reason. 

you must many her" 

"A high-ptMped tIuTty gunner. 

Rolling into port" 

“Stopl Stopl I n find some monq'. I'll find it somehow 
or I'll marry her, that’s understood, 1 m not a rotter— but 
for this evening, ^ust for this cveniag, I want to be left m 
peace and foiget it all, Marcelle doesn t forget, she's in the 
room, outstretched on the bed, she remembers everyttimg, 
she SEES me, she bstens to faint sounds, wrftun her, and 
Vrhat then? My name will he hers, my whole life if ne^ 
he, but this mght is mine ” He turned to Iwch and leaned 
e^ely Ictwati her, and she smfled, but he felt as though 
his nose had come into contact with a glass wall, }U5t as 
the applause broke out * Encorel ' they cned ‘ Encore! ' 
Lola paid no attenhon to tiiesc appeals She had another 
appearance to make »t tno o’clc^ U3 the moTBing, sad 
she reserved henelf accotdmgly She bowed twice and 
approached Ivich Heads were turned to Mathien's table 
Mathieu and Boris got up 
“How are jou, my httle Iwch?” 

‘ How are you, Lola? ’ said Ivich in a toneless voice. 

Lola tapp^ Bons on the chm with a hght ^ger 
“Well, you young lapscalhoa?" 

Her calm, grave voice conferred a sort of dignity on the 
word * npscalhoa ” It seemed as though Lola bad put 
poscly chosen it among the odd, rather touching words of 
her songs 

“Good evemng, madame," said Mathieu. 

“Ml" said she, “so you’re here too? ' 

'They sat down Lola turned to Bons, apparently quite 
at ease. 

“It seems they couldn t stick Ellmor” 

“I gather so" 

She came to cry in ray dressing room. Saminyan 

He isn't going to saci ha?" asked Bons uneasily 
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“He wanted to she hasn’t gcrt a contract So I said to 
him if she goes, 1 go widi her” 

“What did he say? ’ 

“That she could stay on another wed:.” 

She surveyed the room and said m a high voice "It’s 
a foul ciovM this evening ’ 

“Well,” said Boris, ‘ 1 wouldn't have said so ” 

Inch’s female neighbor, who was eying Lola with 
greedy, impudent eyes, gave a sudden start. Mathieu 
wanted to laugh, he was rather fond of Lola 
“It’s because you’re not used to the place,” said Lola 
"When I came m I saw at once that they had )ust done 
someone dirt, they looked so sheepish You know," she 
added, ‘ if that bd loses her yob, she'll have to go on the 
streets ” 

Inch raised her head suddenly, there was a wild look in 
her eyes “Then let her go on Ae streets,” she sard sav- 
agely, shed do better there” 

She was making an effort to kem her head erect and bet 
dulled, pmk eves open She had lost a httle of her assui 
ante and addal with a deprecabng harassed air* "Of 
course I quite understand that she must earn her hnng” 
No one aoswaed, and Mathieu felt distressed on net 
hthalf it must he hard to keep one’s head erect Lola 
looked at her composedly As though she were thinking 
"Nasty httle nch gid " Inch laughed lightly, 

"I don t want to danc^” she said slyly 
Her laugh broke, and her bead fell forward 
"I wonder what s hibng her," said Bons quietly 
Lola gazed with curiosity at the top of Inch s head. 
After a moment or two she stretched out her small, plump 
hand, grasped a shock of Inch’s hair, and lifted her hcao. 
And with the air of a hospital nurse she said 
‘ What’s tlie matter, dathng? Too much to dnnk?" 

She drew aside Inch’s blond curls like a curtain, expos- 
ing a broad, pallid cheek. Inch half-opened her expinng 
eyes and let her head roll back * She's going to he sick,” 
thought Mathieu mdiSeieoUy Lola was tuggmg at Inch’s 
hail 

“Open your eyes, will youl Open your cycsl Look at 
rod” 
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Inch’s eyes opened wid^ and they shone with hatted 
‘There— I m looking at you,” she said in a curt and icy 
tone. 

"Come,” said Lola, “you aien’t as bpsy as all that” 

She let go Inch’s hair Iwdi quicUy raised her hands 
and smooied her curls back over her cheeks, she looked 
as though she were modeling a mask, and, mdeed, her 
triangular visage reappeared beneath her fingers, but a 
pasty, worn look sbll lingered round her mouth and in her 
ejes She remained for a moment mohonless, with the 
rather awesome look of a sleepwalker, while the orchestra 
played a slow foxtrot 

“Arc you going to ask me to dance?” asked Lola 
Sons got up, and they be^n to dance Mathieu fol 
lowed them wi& his eyes, he did not want to talk. 

‘That woman disapproves of me, said Inch gloomily 
“Lola?” 

“No, the woman at the next table She disapproves of 

me.” 

Mathieu did not answer, and Inch went on I so much 
Mnted to enjoy mys^ this evening and look what s 
hagpOTed! I hate diampagner 

She must hate me too because it’s I who made her 
dnnk it " He was suipnsed to sec her take the bottle from 
the bucket and fill her gla» 

"What ate you doing? he asked 
I dont thi^ I ve drunk enough There’s a state one 
must get into after which one feels all nght " . v 

Mathieu thought be ought to have stopped her dnnK 
mg, but he made no sign Inch raised the glass to her lips 
and gnmaced disgustedly ‘How nasty it isi she sai , 
putting down her glass , , 

Boris and Lola passed close to their table— they 
laughing 

“All nght, little gul?' cned Lob fnendly smile. 

Quite all n^t now, said Inch \«th and 

She agam picked up the off Lola 

drained It at a draught w^hout taU g av^ay, still 

Lola returned her smile, and^f^ 
dancing Inch had a fasona‘c“ almost un 
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intelligible \oice ‘ It's— ift ndiculous She loohs like an 

ae’s lealous,” said Mathicu to himsdf, “but of which?” 
She was half drunk, smiling convulsively, and intent 
upon Bons and Lola, she was barely consaous of his pr^ 
ence, except as an excuse for talking aloud her smies, net 
mimicry, and all the words she uttered were address^ to 
hcnelf through him “I ought to find it intol^ble, 
tliought Mathieu, “hut 1 don t mind in the least. 

‘ Let’s dance,” said Inch abruptly 
Mathieu was startled ‘ But you don’t like dancing witn 
me ’ 

' It doesn’t matter,” said Ivich, * I m bght 
She tottered to her feet, nearly fell, and grabbed the 
edge of the table Mathieu took her in his arms and 
her away, they plung^ into a bath of vapor, and the dark 
and perfumed throng closed around them For an m^nt 
Matmeu was engulfed But he promptly recovered him 
self, he stood marking tune behind a Ne^o, he was alone, 
dunng the opening bats Ivich had vanished, be no longet 
felt her presence. 

‘ How light you arel” 

He look^ down and caught sight of his feet 
are many who don t dance better than I do,” be thought 
He held Ivich at a distance nearly at arm’s length, and 
did not look at her 

“You dance conectly,” she said, "but it's plain that you 
don t enjoy it. ’ 

‘ It makes me nervous,” said Madneu. He smiled 
‘Tou’re amaang, just now you could hardly walk, ana 
you’re dancing lika a professional ” 

‘ I can dance when I m blind bght,” said Inch “I can 
dance all rught, it never hies me ” 

* I wish I were like that.” 

‘Tou couldn t be.” 

“I know ’ 

Inch looked nervously about her ‘ I don’t see the ogress 
anywhere,” she said 
' Lola? On the left, behind ” 

‘ Let’s go up to tliem,” she said 
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The> bumped into a noodesenpt looUng pair man 
apologized, and the woman threw them a black look 
Ivich, With her head half tamed, was towng M.ithieu 
back^'ards Nather Born not Lola had seen them come, 
Lola had shut her e}es, and her ejehds si-ere two blue 
patches on her drawn Bans viS smding, munei$ed in 

angehc solitude. 

“What now?” asked hfathieu. 

‘ Let s stay here, thercs more room ” 

Ivich had become almost a weight m his arms, she uas 
scarcely daacmg, her eyes were fixed on her brother and 
on Lola hfatfaieu could see nothing but the tip of aa ear 
bct\4’ecn two ciuls Boris and Lola ended up to them 
When they were quite near, Ividi pinched her brotlier 
]ust aba\e the dhow 
“Hello, Hopo’ my thumb ” 

Bom stared at her, wide-eyed, mth astonishment 
“Hil" said be, don tmn away l Why didyoo call 
me that?” 

Inch did not answer, she swung Mathieu round so that 
she had her back to Bom Lola had opened her eyes 
"Do you ■ondenUtifi •fchy she tailed me klopo’*sav 
thumb? Bom asked her 
“I think I can guess, ' said Lola. 

Born said sometlung mote, but the dm of apphuse 
drowned bis \oice; the )azz band had stopped, and the 
Negroes were humedfy packing up to make way for the 
Argentine band 

Ivich and Mathico v.ae back at thor table. 

‘ I m really enjoying my^df,” said Ivich. 

Lola was already seated. “You danceaufulJyncU, said 
she to Ivich 

Inch did not answer, she Sicd a heavy look on toll 
"You were pulling our legs,’ said Bom to Mathieo. 1 
thought you never danced” 

"It was your mter who wanted to” 

“A stout fellow like you, ' said Bom, "ou^it to take up 
anobatic dancing” 

A burdensome uicnce foHo'^-od. Ivich sat without a 
word, aloof and msutent, and no ooe wanted to talk. A 
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Qunntute local sky had gathered above theit heads, a dry 
and stifiing arc The Ughts were switched on At the firrt 
chords of the tango, iMch leaned towards Lola 
‘ Come along,” she said hoarsely 
"I don’t know how to lead,” said Lola 
"I'll do the leading,” said Ivsch And she added, with 
a malicious look, as she hared her teeth ‘ Don’t be afraid, 
I can lead like a man ” 

They got up Ivich gnpped Lola savagely and thrust 
her on to the danco-Soai 

‘ How absurd they are!” said Boris, filling his pipe. 

"Yes ‘ 

Lola was particularly absurd she looked positivdy 
girlish 

‘ See here,” sard Boris 

He produced out of his pocket an enormous honH 
baftei da^er and lard it on the table. 

' It’s a Basque kmfe,” he explained “with a stopotdi ” 
hlatlueu politely took the knife and tried to open it. 
'Not like that, jou assl” said Boru “You’D slash your 
hand to bjtsJ ’ 

He took the knife bacl^ opened it, and laid it beside his 
glass “It’s a kaids kmfe,” be said 'IM you see Diose 
brown stams? The chap who sold it to me swore they were 
blood ” 

TTict fcD silent Malhieu saw, some distance off, Lola's 
tragic head gliding over a dark sea * 1 didn’t know she was 
so tall ” He tiling his eyes away and scad on Boris’s face 
a naive pleasure that struck at his heart ‘ He is pleased 
because he’s with me,” he icfiectcd xemorsefuUy, “and I 
never can find anything to say to bun ” 

’ Look at the good lady who has just amved On the 
ngbt, at the third table,” said Boris 
“TTie blonde with the pearls? ’ 

“Yes, the/re false. Take care, ditfs looking at us” 
Mathieu stole a gUnce at a talk handsome g«l with a 
fr^d face 

‘ What do you think of her? ’ 

"Not so bad " 

*T got oS with her last Tuesday, she was pretty full up, 
she kept on aiking me to dance. And she actually pre- 
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sented me with her cigarette cas^ Lola was wild, she told 
the vraitcr to tate it back.” He added meditatively: "It 
N'as silver, set with jcwds.” 

"She can't taheher eyes off you," said Mathieu. 

"So I supposed.” 

"What arc you gomg to do with her?” 

“Nothing;" he said contemphiously; "she’s somebody's 
mistress." 

“And what of that?” asled Mathieu with surprise. 
"Vou’ve become very puntarucal all of a sudden ” 

“Its not tha^” said Bons, laughing. “It’s not that — ^but 
dancen, singers, and tarts, they’re all the same ultimately. 
When you’ve had one, you’ve had them all ” He laid down 
his pipe and said gravely: "Besides, I lead a chaste life, 
I’m not like you ” 

"Indeed?" said Mathieu. 

“You shall see,” said Bons. "Yon shall see, TU astonish 
you. I shall live hie a monk when this aff^ with Lola is 
Over." 

He nibbed his bands with an air of sahsfectioD. 

"It won’t be over so vm sooa,” said Mathieu. 

"On the fint of July What will you bet?’’ 

“Nothing. Every month you bet youll break it off the 
AiUowing month, and you lose each tune. You already 
owe me a hundred francs, five Corona-Coronas, and the 
boat in the bottle that we saw in the me de Seme. You’ve 
never had any intention of breaking it off, you're much too 
fond of Lola.” 

"You needn't be so unpleasant about it,’’ said Boris. 

“But you can't do it," continued Mathieu, igaoiing the 
inteiiuptioQ. "l^s the fedmg y'ou’re comrmtted to do 
something that knocks you out.” 

“Shut up," said Bons, angiy but amused. “You'll have 
some time to w^it for the agars and the boat.” 

"I know, you never pay your debts of honor. You’re 
a yming scamp." 

"And you ate a second rater." His face Ut up. "Don’t 
you think it's a grand insult to say to a fellow, sir, you’re 
a second rater?” 

"Not bad," said Mathieo. 

"Or, betto still: sir, you’re a man of no account" 
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"No,” said Mathieu, "tha^s £ar less effective ” 

Bom admitted as much with a good grace “You are 
nght,” said he "You are detestable, because you are al 
ways nght " 

He relit his pipe with care 

'To be frank with you, Fve got my own idea,” he said 
with a confused, distraught expression "I should like to 
have a soaety woman ” 

‘ Really? ' said Mathieu “Why?” 

"Well — I think it must be fun, th^ have such interest 
mg little ways Besides, it s grahfjrmg to the pnde, some of 
them get their names in Vogue You know what I mean 
You buy Vogue, you turn over the photos, and you see 
Madame la Comtesse de Rocamadour with her six grey 
hounds, and you tlimk *! slept with that lady last mght’ 
That must give you a kick." 

“I say, she's smiLng at you now." said Mathieu. 

"Yes, she’s tight She's a nasty bit of work, really; she 
wants to pinch me from Lola bemuse she loathes her I’m 



“Just a pick up He dances at the Alcazar Handsom^ 
isn’t he? Look at his face He’s a good thirty five years old, 
and he gives himself the am of a Cherubmo " 

"Ah well,” said Mathieu, "youU be like that when 
you’re thirty five” 

"At thirty five,” said Eons soberly, "I shall have been 
dead a long while ” 

"You like to say so " 

"I’m tubercular," he said 

‘ I know" — one day Bans had skinned his gums while 
cleaning his t«tb and had spat blood— '“1 know And 
what tiien?” 

' 1 don’t mind being tubercular,” said Bons “The pomt 
IS it would revolt me to take care of myself In my opinion 
a man ought not to live beyond thirty^ after that he’s a 
back number” He looked at Mathieu and added "I’® 
not lefemng to y ou ” 

“No,” said Mathieu "But you're nght After Unity a 
man is certainly a back number ” 
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I should like to live two years longer and then remain 
at that age all my life, that would be delightful 
Mathieu look^ at him with a kind of shocked bemg 
nity Youth was for Sons not merdy a penshable and 
gratuitous quality of which be must take cynical advan- 
tage hut also a moral virtue of which a man must show 
himself worthy More than that, it was a jusbScation 
Never mind” thought Matfiieu, Tie knows how to be 
}Oung He alone pemaps in all &at crowd was definitely 
and entuely there sitting on his chair "After all it s not a 
bad notion to Uve ones youth nght out and go oS at 
thirty Anyway, after thirty a man s dead ." 

Tou look homiily womed, said Boris 
hlathieu gave a start. Bons was crimson with confusion, 
but he looked at Mathieu with uneasy sohatude. 

"Is it obvious^ 

"Indeed it u ” 

“Im worried about money ** 

"You dont manage your affairs properly” said Bons 
sevestly "If I had your salary 1 shouldn i need to botrcpw 
Would you like the barteDdei's hundred francs? 

‘Tha^ )ou no— I need five thousand 
Boos whistled and looked knowing I beg your par 
don ” said he. "Won t your fnend Daniel produce the 
stuff?" 

“He can t” 

"And your brotha?” 

"He wont” 

"Hell!” said Boris disoonsolatd) “If you liked—” he 
added vnth cmbanassmcDt 
"What do jou mean — if I liked?” 

"Nothing. I was just thinking It seems so silly Lola 
has a trunk full of cash that she never uses.” 

"I don t want to borrow from Lola " 

"But I tell you she never usa the money If it were a 
question of her bank account, ! should agree with tou. 

buys secunties she gamble on the Bourse; for which 
she obviously has to have the whetewitlul But slic has 
been keeping seven thousand francs at I cr Sat for tf c 
last four months which she hasu t toudicd ..he hosn t tv en 



“No,” said Mathjeu, "that's far less effective.” 

Bons adnutted as mudi with a good gtace. "You are 
nght,” said he "You are detestable, because you are al- 
ways nght ” 

He relit his pipe with care. 

‘To be frank with you, 1 ve got my own idea,” he said 
with a confused, distraught expression “I should like to 
have a soaety woman ” 

“Really?” said Mathieu "Why?” 

‘ Well — I think it must he fun, they have such interest 
ing little ways Besides, it’s grahf^g to the pnde, some of 
them get their names in Vogue You know what I mean 
You buy Vogue, you turn over the photos, and you see 
Madame la ^mtesse de Rocamadour with her six grey 
bounds, and you think *I slept with that lady last night’ 
That must give you a kick.” 

“I say, she’s smiling at you now,” said Mathieu. 

"Yes, she’s tight She’s a nasty bit of work, really", she 
wants to pinch me from Lola because she loathes her I'to 
going to turn my back on her," he said decisively. 

"Who is the chap with b«?” 

"Just a pick up He dances at the Alcazar Handsome, 
isn’t he? Look at hu face He’s a good thirty five years old, 
and he gives himself the airs of a Cheiubino ” 

"Ah well,” Said Mathieu, "you’ll he like that when 
you're thirty five ” 

"At thirty five,” said Boris soberly, “I shall have been 
dead a long while” 

"You hke to say so " 

"I’m tubercular," he said 

“I know” — one day Bons bad skinned his gums while 
cleaning his teeth and bad spat blood — know. And 
what then?” 

“I don't mmd being luhetcular," said Bons "The point 
is it would revolt me to take care of myself In my opinion 
a man ought not to hve b^ond thirty after that he’s a 
back number ” He looked at Mathieu and added "I’m 
not refemng to you ” 

"No,” said Mathieu "But you’re nght After thirty a 
man is certamly a hack numhCT" 
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‘ She’s marvelous,’’ she said in a husky voice. 

"Yes, she’s a fine woman ” 

“And such a bodyl Theses something strangely exciting 
about that tragic head on so superb a body I felt bme 
mn on, I had the feelmg she was gomg to wither in my 
arms ” 

Mathieu followed Boru and Lola with his eyes Bons 
had not }et put the question He looked as though he 
were joking, and Lola was simhng at him 
' She IS a good sor^” said Mathieu absently 
"Indeed she isn’t," said Ivich dryly ‘ She is the usual 
nasty female " And she added in a tone of pnde ‘ She 
was quite fnghtened of me ” 

"So I observed," said Mathieu He nervously crossed 
and uncrossed his legs. 

"Do you want to dance?" he asked 
"No,” said Inch, ' I want to dnnk," She half filled her 
glass and continu^ 'It’s a ^d thing to dnnk when 
oancmg, because danang stops you from getting drunk, 
and alcohol keq>$ you going ' And she added with a 
drawn look "I’m having a fine timo^it^s a grand finale " 
‘Themomcnt has come," thought Mathieu, "he's talking 
to her " Bons had assumed a senous air. he was talking 
but not looking at Lola Lola was saying nothing Mathieu 
felt his face grow enmsoo, he was vexed with Boris The 
shoulders of a giganbe N^ro obscured Lola’s head for 
a moment, she reappeared with a set expression on her 
face, then the music stopped, the crowd parted, and Dons 
emerged, looking haughty and ill tempered Lota followed 
him at a slight distance with a rather disconcerted air 
Bons leaned over Ivich 

Do me a service ask her to dance," he said humedly 
Ivich rose without a siim of astonishment and ran to meet 
Lola. 

‘ No,” said Lola, "no, my hltle Ivich, I m bred ’’ They 
parleyed for a moment, then Ivich swept her away 
‘ She won’t?" asked ^lathicu 
"No, ’ said Bom, ' ni pay her out for it " 

He was pale, and bis vaguely malevolent scowl made 
him look very like his sister It was a confused and rather 
dtsplcasuig lesanbbnce. 
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as frontier points I go, I go away, I walk, I wander, and 
I wander to no purpose this is the umversity vacation, 
e\erywhere I go I l^r my shell with me, I remam at 
home in my room, among my books, I do not approach an 
inch nearer to Marrakech ot Tunbuktu Even if I took a 
tram, a boat, or a motor bus, if I went to Morocco for my 
hohday, if I suddenly amv^ at Marrakech, I should be 
always m my room, at home. And if I walked m the 
squares and in the sooks, if I gnppcd an Arab’s shoulder, 
to feel Marrakech in his person — well, that Arab would 
be at Marrakech, not I I should sbll be seated m my 
room, plaad and meditative as in my chosen life, two 
tliousand miles away from the Moroccan and bis burnoose. 
In my room Forever Forever Marcelles former lover, 
now her husband, tbe professor, forever a man ignorant 
of English, a man who has not )omed the Commumst 
Party, who has not been to Spam — forever ' 

My life" It hemmed bun in It was a singular entity, 
without beginning or end, and yet not inErute. He sur- 
veyed it from one mame to another, from the matne of the 
Eighteenth Distnct, where he had registered wi* the re- 
cruihog board in October 1923, to the maine of the Four 
teenth Distnct, where he was going to many Marcelle in 
August or September 1938, it had, like natural objeets, a 
vague and hesitant puipos^ a kind of insistent futility, a 
smell of dust and violets 

I have led a toothless life," he thought “A toothless 
life. I have never bitten into anything I was waiting I was 
reserving myself for later on— and 1 have just noticed that 
my teeth have gone What’s to be done? Break the shell? 
That’s easily said Besides, what would remain? A httle 
VISCOUS bit of rubber, oozing through the dust and leaving 
a glistening trail belimd it ’ 

He looked up and saw Lola, with a mahcious smfle upon 
her hps He saw Ivich she was dancing, her head thrown 
back, ecsmhc, without a^ or future ‘ She has no shell " 
She was danang, she was dnixik, she was not thinking of 
Mathieu Not m the very least No more tlian if he had 
never existed The orchestra had struck up an Argentine 
tango Mathieu knew that tango veiy well, it was Mto 
cabdlo mumo, but he was looking at Ivich, and be felt as 
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though he were heanng fliat melancholy, raucous tune for 
the first time. ‘ She will never he mine, she will never 
come into my shell " He smiled and was conscious of a 
tunid but refreshing sense of r^et, he loohed affecbon 
ately at that passionate, frail body on which his freedom 
was aground Beloved Ivich, beloved freedom ” And sud 
denly, above his besmirched body, and above his life, 
there hovered a pure consciousness a consaousness with 
out ^0, no more than a mere puff of warm air; there it 
hovered, in the semblance of a look, it vieued the shoddy 
bohemian, the petty bourgeois clamped into his comforts, 
the fuble intellectual, not a revolutionary, merely a 
rebel,'’ the listless dreamer immersed in his flaccid lif^ 
and the verdict of that consciousness was 'The fellow is 
a wash-out and deserves his fate.” And that consaousness 
was unlinked to any person, it revolved in the revolving 
bubble, crushed, adnh, agonizing yonder on the face of 
Ivich, thnlhng with the sound of music, ephemeral and 
forlorn A red consaousness, a daik little lament, mio 
cabaUo mumo, it was capable of anything, of real dcs* 
pentbon on behalf of the Spanuh of any wild deemon If 
only It could continue thus But it could not the con 
saousness swelled and swelled, the band stopped, and 
then It bunt Mathieu was once again alone with his own 
sdf, in the life that was his. compact and self suSnng, he 
did not even enboze hunsdf. nor did he accept himsdf, 
he was Mathieu, that was all "Another ecstasy And 
then? ' Bens returned to his seat, not looking oveiplcased 
With himself He said to Mathieu 

“Well, well, wciir 

“^Vbat’s up?' asked MalJiieu 

“The blonde. She s a nasty bit of work." 

“Wbat did slie do?" 

Boris {lowned, shuddcicd, and did not reply Kich 
came back and sat down beside Mathieu She was alone 
Mathieu looked carefully around the room and olKerved 
Lola near the band, talking to Saminyan Sarrunjan 
seemed to be astorushed, then he threw a sidelong glance 
at the tall blonde, who vk’as nonchalantl) fanning herself 
Lola, smiled at hun and aosved the hall When she sat 
down, there was an odd cspressiou on her face. Boot ejed 
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his nght shoe with an aflcctcd air, and a 'burdcnsonj 
silence followed , 

‘ Nonsense,” exclaimed the tionde lady, "you can t ao 
such a thing, I shan’t go *’ 

Mathieu started, and everybody turned around 
tunyan was leaning obsequiously over the blonde lady, 
in ihi attitude of a bead waiter talong an order He was 
speaking to her in an undertone, with a quiet, resolute air. 
The blonde suddenly got up 
“Come along,” she said to her companion. 

She nunmag^ in hex bag The comers of bet mouth 
weie trembling 

‘ No, no," said Sanunyan, “you arc my gucsL" 

The blonde Bung a ciumplm hundred franc note on to 
die table. Her companion had got up and was looking 
disappioviagly at the hundred franc note. Then tlie lady 
took his arm and they manhed haughtily out, with the 
same suaying gait 

Sammyao approached Lola, whistling to himself 
‘ She won't come bach in a huny,” be said with a quiz* 
seal smile. 

‘Thank you,” said Lola “I wouldn't have beheved it 
would be so easy” 

He departed The Aigenbne erchesha had gone, the 
-fegroes with their instruments were rctummg one by 
Boru flung Lola a look of angry admuaboii, then he 
lumed abruptly towards Ivich. 

' Come and dance,” said he 

Lola watched them placidly as they were getting out of 
their seats But when they had moved away, a sudden 
sarage look came into her &ce. Matlueu sr^cd at her. 
'Tou do what you like in this place," he said 
‘ I've got them in my pocket," she said nonchalantly. 
“The people come beewse I m here ” 

There was still an anxious look in hex eyes, and she 
began to tap nervously on the table Mathieu could not 
find anything more to say to her Fortunately she got up 
3 moment later 
"Excuse me,” she said 

Mathieu watched her walk around the room and disap- 
pear ‘Time for her dos^” he thought. He was alone. IviA 
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at his feet Time passed, to no effect His mind was a 
blank A sort of raucous lamentation made him jump 
Lola had returned, her eyes were closed, and she was 
smiling * She has had what wanted, he thought She 
opened her e}es and sat down, still smiLng 

‘'Did you Imow tliat Bons was in need of fi\e thousand 
francs?” 

“No,” he said, I didn’t He needs five thousand francs, 
does he? ’ 

Lola was still looking at him and swaying to and fro 
Mathieu observed the pm pomt pupils m her large green 
eyes 

“I've just refused him die money,” said Lola ‘ He tells 
me ifs for Picard, I thought he would have applied to 
you.” 

Matiueu burst out laughing "He knows I never have a 
bean" 

' So you hadn’t heard about it? ’ asked Lola with an 
incredulous air. 

“Well— no ” 

“H’m,” said she. ‘That’s odd " 

She looked somehow like a derelict hulk about to cap' 
size, or as though her mouth were just about to split and 
utter a temfying shnek. 

‘ He came to see you not long ago? she asked. 

‘Tes, about three o'clodc.” 

"And he didn t say anything? ’ 

‘Thercs nothing surprising in thaL He may have met 
Picard this afternoon ” 

“That’s what he told me” 

“Well, then? ' 

Lola shni^ed her shoulders "Picard works all day at 
AigenteuO ” 

“Picard was in need of money, said Nfathieu non 
chalantly No doubt he went to Boris’s hotel Not finding 
him at home, he met lum m the street as he was walking 
down the boulevard SamtMichd” 

Lola glanced at him ironically Do you imagine that 
Picard would ask five thousand francs from Bons, who has 
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oaly Uiiec hundred francs a month pocket moacj?” 

'Well tlien, I dont know what did happen," said 
Malhicu in a tone of initatum 

He wanted to say to her **rhcmoneywaiformc."Th3t 
ttould have btou^t matters to a head at on<». But tliat 
was not possible because of Bons “She would be terribly 
angry with hun, he would look Uke my accomplice ” Lola 
tapped the table with the tips of her scarlet naib, the 
comm of her mouth lifted abruptly, quneicd, and 
dropped once more Slie looked at MaUucu with uneasy 
insistence, but beneath that watchful anger Mathieu do* 
fined a deep void of confusion He felt like lau^mg 
Lola turned her eyes away * Perhaps it may have been 
a sort of test?" sbe sur^ested 
“A test?" repeated Mathiew wlh astonishment 
"Wdl, that s what came into my mind ” 

“A test? What an odd ideal" 

‘ Ivich u always tcllmg bun I’m stingy " 

“Who told you so? ’ 

“You re surprised I know it?" said Lola with a tn 
umpbant air ' He’s a loyal lad You mustn t imagine that 
anyone can abuse me without my bcanog of it 1 always 
know, simply from the way he loou at me. Or else he asn 
me questions in a detachm sort of way I can see it com 
mg, you know He just has to get it off his chest" 

* Well?” 

'He wanted to see if I really was stingy He inientcd 
this business about Picard — unless someone put him up 
to it ” 

“And who, do you suppose, did that? ’ 

‘ I don’t know There are lots of people who think that 
I m an old hag and he s just a boy Watch them goggle at 
us in this place when they sec us together ’’ 

' Do you imagiDC he cares for what they say to him?" 

‘ No, but there are people who think th^re douig him 
3 kin^ess by hying to work on hu feelings ’’ 

‘ Look here,” said Mathieu, “let us put out cards on the 
table If you mean me, you're completely wrong ” 

I “Ah,” said Lola col^ “IPs quite possible ’’ There was 
a silence, then she said abruptly ‘ \^y are there always 
scenes when you come here wi& him? ’ 
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-"I don’t laiow. It isn't iny faolL I didn’t want to come 
today. ... I imagiae he lilces each of us in a di^erent 
Hay, and that it gets on his naves when he sees us both 
' tOg^CT.” 

Lola stared in front of ha with a somber, strained ex* 
piesdoiu Thea she said*. "Now fetes to what L'ta going to 
say, I won’t have him taiai away from me. I’m definitely 
not doing him any harm. When he’s tried of me, he can 
leave and that will happen quite soon enough. But I 
won't Irt anyone else take him away.” 

“She’s unpacking it tonight,” thought Mathieu. It was, 
of course, the infiuence of the drug. But there was some- 
thing else: Lola detested Mathieu, and yet what she was 
then saying to him she wouldn't have said to anyone ebe. 
Between ha and him, in spite of thdr routu^ hatred, 
there was a kind of linlo 

"I’m not going to take him away from you,” he said. 

' "f thought you wa^” said Lola darkly. ^ 

“Wdl, you mustn’t think so. Your rations wiflj Boris 
are no a&ir of mine. And if they wae, I should think they 
were perfectly all righL" 

"1 imagine that Boris felt unda obliptions to j'ou 
because you are his professor." 

She was silent and Mathieu realized that he had not 
conrinc^ her. She appeared to be choosing ha words 
with care. 

"I— -I know I’m an old woman,” she repeated painfully. 
"I didn't need you to teD me that. But that’s why I can 
help him: thae are things I can teach him," she added 
dteantly. "Besides, am I really too old for him? He loves 
me as I am, he’s happy with me when people don't put 
these ideas into his head.” 

' Mathieu did not reply, and Lola exclaimed with ratha ■ 
ill-assured vehemence: "Suicly you must know he los-cs ' 
me. He must have told you, since he tells you cvcrjthing.” 
“I think he loves you," said Mathi^. » • 

. Lola turned ha heavy eyes upon him. 

"I’ve had many aSaii^ and it’s w’th open eyes I tell ; 
that boy is my last chance. And now do what you 

■ Madiieu did not reply at once. He looked at Boris and .. 
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iMcl) danung togetlicr, &nd be felt mclincd to say to Lota 
‘ Don t let us xjuancl, you must suiely see that we re very 
much alike,” But this resemblance rather disgusted him, 
there was in Lob’s lov^ despite its violence, despite its 
honesty, something chngmg and voraaous But he said, 
through ^lf<loscd bps 

‘ No need to tcU me that. . . I know it as well as 
jou do” 

' What do you mean — as wd! as I do?” 

‘Were alike.” 

“Wliat's the meaning of that?” 

"Look at us,” said he, "and look at them ” 

"We are not alik^” said Lob, witli a contemptuous 
gnmacc. 

Mathicu shrugged hts shoulders, and they lapsed into 
silence, still at cross-purposes Tbey both looked at Boris 
and Ividi Bons and Ivich were dancing, they wae cruel, 
but quite unconsciously so Or perhaps they were faintly 
aware of being so Mathieu was sitting beside Lob, th^ 
did not dancr; feeing beywd the age for dons so "Pco* 

E le must take us for lovers,” he thought And he heard 
o!a murmur to henelf ‘ If only I were sure it was for 
Picard ” 

Bons and Ivich were coming towards them Lob got up 
with an effort Mathieu thought she was going to fall, but 
she leaned against the table and drew a deep breath 
‘ Come,” she said to Bons, ‘ I want to talk to you ” 
Eons looked ill at ease. 

"Can t you do it here? ' 

"No ” 

“Well, wait till the band starts and we’ll dance” 
‘No," said Lob, "Im bred You must come to my 
dressmg room You 11 excuse me, Ivich darling?” 

“I'm bght," said Ivjch amiably 
“We won’t be long," said Lob “Anyway, I shall have 
to be singing again soon ” 

Lob moved away, and Bons followed her ungraciously. 
Ivich collapsed on her chair 
‘ I’m certainly bglit,” she said ‘ It came over me while 
I was dancing” 
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Mathiea did not answei 
"Why have they gone away? ' ashed Ivjch 
'There’s something they want to talk about And Lola 
has just drugged herself As you know, after the first dose 
people just hang on till the second one.” 

"I rather think I should to take drugs,” said Inch 
meditativdy 
* Of course ” 

“Well, and what about it?” she said, indignantly “If 
I ve got to stay m Laon all my hf^ I must have something 
to do ” 

Mathieu did not reply 

“Ah, I see, ’ she said. “You’re angry with me because 
I m tight” 

‘ Not in the least" 

"Yes, you are— you disapprove " 

' naturally However, you aren’t so veiy tight ’ 

T am e3c<eS'Sive ly tight,’ said Ivich complacency 
The crowd was banning to thm It was about two 
o’clock in the morning In her dressing room, a mean litCe 
room hung with red velvet with an anaent gilt framed 
nuiiof, Lola pleaded and threatened BonsI Boiisl fionsi 
You’re dnvmg me mad ’ And Bons looked down his no$t 
with an air of nervous obstinacy A long black dress 
smrhng between red walls, the btock glitter of the dress 
in the mirror, and lovely white aims flung upwards m anti 
quated paCios Then Lola would slip behind a screen, 
and. With head thrown bade as though to stop her nose 
from bleeding, she would stuff two pinches of white 
powder 

Mathieu’s forehead dnpped with sweat, but he did not 
dare to wijie it, he was ashamed of perspiring in front 
of Ivich, she had danced without respite, she was still 
pale, she did not perspire. She had said that very morning 
“I loathe all these damp hands ' He no longer knew what 
to do with hu hands He fdt weak and listless, without 
desire for anything; his romd was vacant From tune to 
tune he told himsdf that the sun would soon nse, that 
he must now take further stqis, tdephone to Marcelle, 
and to Sarah, live Uirough the whole extent of a new day 
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froni end to end, «luch seemed be>ond his compass of 
belief He longed to remain lodefinitcly at tliat tables be- 
neath those attiScial lights, and beside Ivich 

'Tm enjoying myself," said Ivjch in a tipsy voice. 

Mathieu looked at her she uas in that state of py 
cxaltabon which a tnfle could ttansfoms into fury 

' I don’t care a damn for eiamtnations," said Ivich '‘If 
I flunk, I shall be quite confctiL I'ro burying my IwclieJor 
life this evening ’ 

She smiled and said with an ccstabc air "It shines lilc 
a htllc diamond." 

‘ \Vliat does?” 

"This moment It is quite round, it hangs m empty space 
like a little diamond, I am eternal ” 

She picked up Qons’s knife by ttie handle, laid tlic flat 
of the blade against the edge of Uie table, and amused 
hetself by bending it 

"^Vhat’s the matter with Uial woman?" she asked sud 
denly 

"Wlio " 

“The cicature in black at the nmt table She’s been 
glaring at me ever since she came in " 

Matbieu turned hts head the woman m black nas 
looking at Ivich out of the comer of bet eye. 

"Wal." said Ivich, ‘ isn’t it true?" 

‘T think It it” 

He looked at Ivich’s pinched little face, now quite con 
gested, ha maUaous, roving gaze, and he thought ’ I 
should have done betta to xc^ quiet" The woman in 
black was quite aware that they had been talking about 
ha* she had assumed a majeshe air, ha husband bad 
waked up and was sUnng at "What a bore it all 
isl" thought Mathieu He fdl lethargic and mdiSaent, hu 
sole desire was to avoid trouble „ 

"That woman despises me because she’s respectable/ 
muttaed Ivich, addiessing the knife 'T, on the contrary, 
am not respectable, I enjoy mysdf, I gd tight, I’m going 
to fail m my exam I hate resectability/’ she rapped out 
at the lop of ha voice. 

‘ Do quiet, Ivich " 

Ivicli gave JiJin a glacial stare. ' You were speaking to 
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me, I believe? Tni^ you too are respectable Don't be 
afraid when I've been ten years at laon, m the society 
of my mother and my father, I shall be a great deal more 
respectable than you are" 

She sat huddled in her chair, feverishly bending tlie 
knife-blade against the table. A heavy silence followed, 
then the woman in black turned towards her husband 
‘ I don’t understand how anyone can behave like that 
girV' she said. 

The husband looked apprehensively at hlathieu’s shoul 
ders “Huml” he observed 

‘ It isn’t enbidy her fault,” pursued the woman, “the 
people who brought her arc to blame ” 

‘ Now we’re in for a row,” thought Mathieu Inch had 
certainly heard, but she sat dlent and sedate; she re- 
mained quiet Rather too sedate she appeared to be on 
the watch for something, she had raised her head, and a 
strangely wild and ecstatic expression came into her face, 
the matter? ' asked Mathieu, imeasdy. 

Ivich had become very pale. ‘ Nothing 1—1 m gomg to 
do just one more duiespcctable thing, to amuse ^dame. 
I wonder how she'll stand the si^t of blood ” 

Ivich’s neighbor uttered a faint shnek and blinked 
Mathieu lool^ hurriedly at Ivich’s hands She was hold 
mg the knife m her ngbt hand and slashing at the palm 
of her left hand The Besh was laid open from the ball of 
the thumb to the root of the htUe ^ger, and the blood 
was oozing slowly from the wound 
“Iwchl ' cned Mathieu *Tout poor handl” 

Ivich gnnned vaguely "Is she going to faint?” she asked 
Mathieu reached a hand across the table and Ividi let him 
take the knife. Mathieu was dumbfounded, he looked at 
Ivich’s slender fingers already spattered with blood, and 
be tbou^t her hand must be hurting her 
“You’re crazy," he said * Come along with me to the 
washroom, the attendant will bandage your hand ” 
“Bandage my hand?” said Ivich, with an unpleasant 
laugh ‘ Do you realize what you’re saying? ’ 

“Come along at once, Ivich, please ” 

"Its a very agreeable sensation,” said Ivich without 
getting up hand fdt like a pat of butter” 
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She had lifted her left band to the Icvd of her nose 
and was e}ing it judicially The blood was trickling all 
over It, with the busy to and fro of ants in an ant heap 
“It's my blood,” she said "I like seeing my blood ” 
“That's enough,” said Mathieu 
He gnpped Inch by the shoulder, but she shook hmelf 
free, and a large drop of blood fell on the tablecloth. 
Ivich looked at Matbeu with hatred gleaming in ha 
eyes 

‘Tou’ve dared to touch me agattif” she said And she 
added with a savage laugh “I ought to have guessed that 
you would find that too mudi for you You are shocked 
that anyone should enjoy the sight of hts own blood ” 
Mathieu felt himself growing pale with rage. He sat 
down again, laid his left hand on the table, and said 
suavely 

‘Too much for me? Certainly not, Ivich, I find it charm- 
ing It's a game for a noble lady, 1 suppose ” 

He jabbed the knife into his palm and felt almost noth 
mg When he took his hand away, the knife lemamed 
embedded m his flesh, straight up, with its haft m the air- 
"Oh h hr shneked Ivich * Full it outi Pull it out at 
oncel" 

"You see,” said Mathieu with clenched teeth, “anybody 
can do that ” 

He felt bemgnantly impressive and was a little afraid 
that he mi^t famt But a sort of do^ed satisfaction and 
the mahee of a silly schoolboy took possession of his mind. 
It. was not only to defy Ivuh that he had sluciJheJaufe 
into fiishand, it was as a cHa llen ge to Ta cqu g. and Brun et, 
and Daniel, and to bis wholi* 3 ghastly kind. of 

100^*116 tho^ t IBmneLwa s. righ t m.s aving that I'm a 

S own up chila '^ut he couldn't help being pleased. Ivich 
okSt'af^lathieu’s hand, nailed to the table, and the 
blood gathering round the blade. 'Then she looked at 
Mathieu, ha expression bad enbrely changed. 

“Why did you do diat?” she said gently, 

“Why did you? ' asked Mathieu stiffly 
From their left came the mutta of a little tumult this 
was pubhc opinion MaUucu ignored it, he was looking at 
Inch 
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"Ohl” said Ivich, “I — I'm so wny ” 

The mutter grew, and the lady m blade b^n to jelp. 
"Tbey’tc dnw^ tbe/U do themselves an injury Stop 
theml I can’t bear it" 

Some heads weae turned id then duKbon, and the 
waiter burned up. 

“T^oes Madame want anything?" 

The woman in black pressed a handkerchief to her 
mouth, she pomted silently at Mathieu and Ivicb without 
uttering a word. Mathieu quid;ly pulled the knife out of- 
the wound, which hurt him a good deal 
“We've cut ounelves with this knife." 

The waiter had seen many such incidents "If you, sir, 
and Madame, would kindly go to the washroom," he said 
calmly, 'the cloakroom attendant has everything re- 
quired ” 

This bme Ivich rose without protest 'They crossed the 
dance-floor behind the waiter, each with a band m the 
sun It was so comic that Mathieu burst out laughing. 
Ivich looked at him annously, and then she too began to 
laugh She laughed so violently that her band shook Two 
dtops of blood f^ on the floor 
‘This IS fun,” said Ivicb 

"Dear, deatl" exclaimed the cloakroom woman "My 
poor joung lady, what have you done to jouiselfl And the 
poor gentleman, tool” 

“kVe were playing with a knife,” said Ivich 
TVcll, I tieveil" said the attendant reproachfully “An 
accident can happen in no time. Was it one of our kmves?" 
“No ” 

“Ah, I didn’t thmk so. . . . It's deep too,” she said, 
oommihg Inch's hand ‘ Don’t worry, I can &x you up 
all nght" 

She opened a cupboard, and half her body disappeared 
made it Mathieu and Ivich smiled at each other Ivicb 
seemed to have recovered her sobnety 
"I wouldn’t have bdicved jou could do it,” she said to 
Mathieu. 

“You see tiiat all is not Iwh" s^id Mathieu. 

"Us hurfang me now,” said Ivich. 

“Me too,” said Mathieu 
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He felt quite happy He read “Ladies,” then ‘ Gentle* 
men’ in gold Ictten on two creamy-gray enameled doors, 
he looked at the white hied he breathed the aniseed 
odor of dismfcctant, and his heart dilated 
“A cloakroom lad/s job can't be so vety disagreeably” 
said he gaSy 

Ind^ no,” said Ivich amubly She was looking at 
him with an affectionately fierce expression, she hesitated 
for a moment and then suddenly applied the palm of hef 
left hand to Mathieu's wounded palm, with a sbcky, 
smacking sound 

"That s the mingling of the blood,” she explained. 
Mathieu pressed ha hand without saying a word, and 
felt a stmging pain, he bad the feeling &at a mouth was 
opcmng m his hand 
‘'You re hurtmg me,” said Ivich. 

"I know " 

The cloakroom lady had emerged from the cupboard, 
rather Hushed She opened a bn box. 

“Here we are,” she said 

Mathieu observed a bottle of iodine bncture, some 
needles, a pair of scissors, and a roll of bandage. 

"You ace well provide^” he said. 

She waued ha head mvdy 

"Indee^sir, there are Mys when my job is no joke Two 
days ago a lady threw ha glass at the head of one of out 
best clients How he did bleed, poor gentlemanl I was 
afraid for his e)es, I took a great splmta of glass out of 
his eyebrow ” 

‘ Good Loidl” said Mathieu 
The cloakroom dame was busy with Ivich 
•Tabency deary, it will smart a bit, that s the lodiny 
thery that's done.” 

“You ^you will tell me if I m mdisaeet? ' asked men 

in an undertone. 

“I want to know what you were thinking about when 
I was dancing with Lola” 

‘ when Boris aAed the blonde to dance. You 

wae alone m your coma 
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“I believe I was thmfang about myscU,” said Matbicu 
“I was watching you, jou wcre^lmost handsome. If 
only you could always loofc hke thatl" 

‘ One can’t he al ^ys thinking of one self ” 
Iviclrlaughed.^1 behcve I’m always thmkmg of my- 
self 

“Now your hand, sir," said the cloakroom lady “Steadji 
Itwillstmg There— that’s over" 
hfatbleu felt a sharp, scorching pain, but he ignored it, 
he was watching Ivich tidyuig her hair rather awkwardly 
before the mirror and holding her curls in her bandaged 
hand In the end she Sung her hair back, leaving her broad 
face exposed to wew Mathieu felt a sharp and desperate 
desire grow great within him 
“You are beautiful,” said he 

“No, I’m not,” said Ivich, laughing “On the contrary, 
I’m disgustingly plain This is my pnvate face.” 

‘ I think I prefer it to the other one,” said Mathieu. 

“I'll do my hair like this tomorrow,” she said. 

Mathieu could find no reply He nodded and said 
nothing 

“That's done,” said the cloakroom lady, 
hlathieu nobced she had a gray mustache. 

“Thai^ you very much, madanje— >ou’tc as clever as a 
nurse ” 

The lady of the lavatory blushed with grabheabon, 
“Oh,” ^e said, “that’s natural enough In our job we 
have lots of tncky things to do” 

Mathieu put ten fiancs in a saucer and they went out 
They looked with sabsfacbon at thot sb^ swathed hands 
“I feel as though my hand was made of wood," said 
Ivich 

The hall was now almost deserted Lola, standing m the 
center of the dancefloor, was just about to sing Bons 
was sitting at their tabl^ waibng for them The lady m 
black and her husband had disappeared. There remained 
on thar table two half filled glasses and a dozen agarettes 
in an open box. 

“It’s a rout” said Mathieu. 

"Yes," said Inch, "arid for me too ” 



lou've been properly messing j-ourselves up, ’ be said. 
“It’s j-our beastly kiuf^ said Ivich angnly 
“The said knife seems very sharp, ’ said Boris, with an 
appraising look at their hands 

What about Lola? asked hfathicu. 

Bons looked depressed As bad as it could be I pulled 
a boner ' 

How?” 

I said that Picard had come to my plac^ and that I 
had talked to him m my room It seems that I said somo' 
tiling else on the fint occasion— God knows %hat 

You said you had met him m the boulevard Saint 
Wichel 

Oh dcail * said Bons 
She s savage I suppose” 

“Indeed she is— as savage as a sow You’ve only got to 
look at her ’ 

Mathieu looked at Lola Her face was angry and dis* 
tiaugbL 

“1 m sorry,” said Mathieu 

'There s nothmg to be sorry about it's my foult BO' 
sides, it will turn out all n^t 1 know how to manage these 
things They always do turn out all right m the end ” 
Silence fw Ivi^ looked aSectionately at her bandaged 
hand Sleep, cool air, and a gray dawn had glided un 
palpably into the hall, which smelt of early morning. 

“A diamond," thought Mathieu, that’s what she said— 
a little diamond ' He was content, he thought no more 
about himself, he felt as thou^ be were sitting outside on 
a bench outside— outside the dance-hall, outside his hfe 
He smiled And she also said I am eternal ’ 

Lola began to sing 
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CHAPTER XI 


T ue Dfime, at ten o’clock." Mathieu awoke That little 
hillock of white gauze on tbe hed was his left hand 
It was smarting, hut his body was alert ‘The Ddme, at ten 
o’clock." She had said ‘ I shall be there before jou ai^ 
I shan t be able to close my ey^ all night" It was nine 
o’clock, he juinprf out of bed ' She’ll have done her hau 
diffeiently, ’ he thought 

He flung open the shutters the street was deserted, the 
sky lowering and gray, it was cooler than the day befbta— 
a sentahle morning He turned a faucet on the wash basm 
and plunged hrt head in water T too am a roan of the 
monung ’ His life had fallen at his feet and lay there 
massed, it sbll enveloped him and enmeshed his ankles, 
he must step over it, he would leave it lying like a dead 
skin. The oci^ the desk, the lamp, the green annchaiz 
these were no longer hu accomphees, they were anony- 
mous objects of iron and wood, mere utensils, he had spent 
the lught m a hotel bedroom He shpped into his clothes 
and wxnt downstairs whisthng 
“There s an express letter for jou,” said the conaerge. 
i Maicellel A sour taste came mto Mathieu’s mouth he 
had fo^otten Marcelle The conaerge handed him a yel 
low envdopc it was Darnel 
‘ My dear Mathieu,” Darnel wrote, ‘ I have tned every 
thing, but I just cant raise the sum in question Bdicve 
me, I am very sorry Could you look m tomorrow at twelve 
0 clock? I want to talk to you about vour affair Sincerely 
)-ours” ' 

Good,” thought Mathieu, "HI go he won’t part with 
his wn money, but I expect he’s got some suggestion to 
Life seemed easy to him, it must be made easy; 
m any case, Sarah would mduce the doctor to wait a 
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dajs, if need be, tlie money could be sent to him in 

Indi was thae, in a dark comer What he first caught 
Sight of was her lundaged hand. 

“Ivichl” he said, sofUy 

She raised her ejes, the face was her deceptive, tnangu- 
lat face, with its air of faint, maUcious punty, her che^ 
half hidden by her curls, she had not hhed her haiT 
''Did }ou sleep at all? ' asked hfathieu gloomily. 

“Very httle.” 

He sat down She noticed that he was looking at their 
two bandaged hands, she withdrew hers slowly and hid it 
under the table. The waiter came up, he knew Mathieu. 
“I hope youic well, sit?' he said 
"Very well," said Nfathicu "Get me some tea and two 
apples.” 

A Silence fell, of which Mathieu took advantage to hury 
his recoUectiOQs of the rught When he felt that his heart 
was empty, he looked up 
"You look rather depressed Is it the atammabon?’' 
Ivich’s reply was a disdainful gnmace, and Mathieu sud 
no more, he ul IcyoUng the csnpt^ seats A fae d i n g 
woman was swillmg water over the bled floor The D6ine 
wos hardy awake. Fifteen hours to go before there cou^® 
be any prospect of sleepi Inch began to talk m an under- 
tone with a distraught eapressioa on her face 
“It’s at two o’dock," she said "And nme o’clock has just 
struck. I can feel the hours mdtmg away underneath me. 

She was tugging at her curls again with a wild look m 
her ejes, how was she to last out? ‘ Do jou think," ste 
said, "I could get a job as a saleswoman in a big sto^e?^ 
"You can’t be senous. Inch, iFs a killing life." 

“Or as a mannequin? ’ 

"You’re rather short, but we rai^t try , 

"I would do anything to avoid staying at laon I'd 
a job as scullery maid ” And she add^ with an aii»o^ 
elderly look "Doesn’t one put advertisements lU 
papers m such cases?" 

‘ Look her^ Inch, wdvegot fame to him around In any 
case, you’ve not flunked yet” 

Ivich shrugged her shoulders, and Mathieu went on 
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bmily: "Bvit even i£ you Ivad, you wouldn’t be done for. 
You might, for instance, go hmne for two months, and I’U 
have a look around. I’m sure to find something.” 

He spoke with an air of genial conviction, but he had 
no hope: even if he got her a yih, she would get herself 
fired at the end of a ueek. 

‘Two months at Laon,” said Ivich angrily. “It’s qmte 
clear you don’t know what you’re talkmg about It’s — it’s 
intolerable.” 

“But you would have spent your vacations ther^ in any 
case.” 

“Yes, but what sort of welcome will they give me now?” 

She fen silent He looked at her without saying a word: 
she wore her usual sallow morning face^ the face of all 
her mornings. ’The night seemed to have glided over her. 
"Nothing leaves a mark on her,” he thought He could not 
help saying; "You haven’t put up your hair?” 

“As you see,” said Ivich curfly. 

“You promised last evening that you would,” said hcv 
nther untably. i 

T was tishv' she said; and she added forciblv, as though 
to impress hersdf upon him: "I was completely tight” 

"You didn’t look so veiy ti^t when you prormsol.” 

"Well, well,” she said impatiently, "and what then? 
People make very odd ptomiscs." 

Mathicu did not answer. He had a sense of being plied 
with a succession of urgent quesbons- How to find five 
thousand francs before evening? How to get Ivich to Pam 
year? What atbtudc to adopt towards Marcelle now? 
He hadn’t the tone to compose his mind, to return to the 
queues toat had formed the basis of his thoughts since 
toe previous day: Who am I? ViHrat ha v e I done with my 
hto As he turned his head to shake ^ this fresh anxiety, 
E^w in the distance the tall, hesitant silhouette of Bons, 
who appear^ to be looking for them outside. 

"There’s Bons,” he said with vexation. And, seized with 
an unpleasant suspicion, he asked; "Did you tell him to 
come?” 

“Cert^y not,” said Ivich, utterly taken aback. “I was 
going to him at twelve o’clock, because — ^because he 
was spending the night wifli Lola. And look at his focel’’ 
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Uom had caught sight of them He came towards theni 
His eyes were wide and stanng, and his complexion h«d 
Fie smiled 

* Hcllol said Mathieu 

Eons lifted two fingers towards his temple in his usual 
salutation, but could not make the gesture He dropped 
his two hands on the table and began to sway to and fro 
on his heels without uttenng a word He was sbll smiling 
What s the matter? asLed Ivich ‘ Vou look hie 
Frantenstem ’ 

Lola is dead,” said Eons 

He was stanng stupidly into \acancy Matliicu sat for a 
moment or two dumbfounded, then a sense of shocked 
amazement came upon him 
‘ What on earth — ? ' 

He looked at Bom it was plainly no use to question 
him then and there. He gnppcd him by the arm and forced 
him to sit down beside Ivich Bom repealed meebam 
cally ‘ Lola is dead ' 

Ivich gazed wide-e^ed at her brother She had edged 
away from lum as though she feared his contact ‘ Pid she 
kill herself? she asked 

Bom did not answer, and his hands began to tremble 
“Tell us,' repeated Ivich nervously Did she kill her 
self? Did she kill herself? 

Bom’s smile widened in unnerving ^shion, his lips 
twitched Inch eyed him fixedly, tugging at her curls * She 
doejn t realize anything, ’ thou^t Mathioi with vexation 
‘ Never nund, ' he said 'Tou will tell us later on Don t 
talk,’ 

Boris began to laugh He said If you — ifyou— 
Mathieu smacked his face with a sharp, noiseless flip of 
the fingers Bom stopped laughing, looked at him, mut 
tcred something, then subsided and stayed quiet, his mouth 
agape, and stiil with a stupid air All three were silent, 
there was death among them, anonymous and saaed It 
was not an event, it was an enveloping yeasty substance 
through which Mathieu saw his cup of tea, the marble- 
topped table, and Ivich’s ddicate, maliaous face 
“And for you, sit? ' asked the waiter He was standing 
by then table, loobng iromcally at Boris 
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“Bring a cognac quick,” and he added Mth a casual aix: 
“My fnend is in a huny.” 

Tlie waiter departed and soon returned with a bottle 
and a glass. Matliicu felt limp and exhausted, he was only 
just b^inning to feel the foti^es of the night. 

"Dnnk that up/’ he said to Boris. 

Boris drank ob^enlly. He put down the glass and said, 
as though to himself: 

“It's a bad show.” 

“Dear old boy,” sdd Ividi, going up to him. “Dear old 
boy.” 

She smiled affectionatdy, took hold of his hair, and 
shook his bead. 

“I’m glad you’re here— how hot your bands arel" gasped 
Boris with relief. 

“Now tell us all about iV' s^d Ivich. “Are you sure 
she’s dead?" 

“She took that drug last night," said Boris painfully. 
“We’d had a row.” 

“So she poisoned herself?” said Ivich briskly, 

“I don't Know," said Bons. 

Mathieu looked at Ivich with amazement: she was 
affecrionately stroking her brother’s hand, but her upper 
hp was oddly curled over her small teeth. Boris went on 
speaking in an undertone. He did not seem to be address- 
ing them: 

“\Ve went up to her room, and she took some of the 
stuS. She had taken the first dose m her dressing room, 
while we were havmg an argument" 

"In point of fact^ that must have been the second timei” 
said ^thieu. "I fancy she took some while you were 
dandag with Ivich.” 

"Very well," said Boris wearily. "Then that makes three 
times. She never used to take as much as that We went 
to bed without saying a word. She tossed about in bed, and 
I couldn’t sleep. And then suddenly she became quiet a nd 
I got to sleq)." 

He drained his glass and oiotinued: 

morning I woke up fecUng stifled. It was her arm, 
™iA was lying on the sdieet across me. I said to her: 
Take your arm away, ^lu're Stifling me.’ She did not 
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I thought she v.ant^ to tnahc up oui quanel, so I 
)ok her arm, and it was cold I said to her" ‘What’s the 
matter?’ She did not answer So then I shoved her aim 
away, and she nearly fdl down between the bed and the 
wall I got out of bed, look her wnst, and tired to pull hex 
straight Her eyes were open I saw her eyes,” he sard with 
a kind of anger, ‘‘and I’ll never be able to forget them." 
‘‘My poor old boy,” said Ivich 
Mathieu tned to fee! sor^ for Sons, but could not suo » 
cecci jjons disconcerted him even niorc than Ivich did, 
fie looked almost as if he was angry with Lola for basing 
dief 

‘‘I picked up my clothes and dressed,” Boris went on in 
a monotonous voice "I didn’t want to be found in her 
room They didn’t see me go out, there was no one m the 
office I took a taxi and came along here ” 

“Are jou sorry?" asfcai Ivich gently She was leaning 
towards him, but not with much sympathy she had the 
an of someone asking for mformaboa “Look at me," she 
said “Ate you sorry?" 

“I—” said Bons He looked at her and said abruptly* 
“It’s so repulsive " 

Tlie waiter passed, Bons bailed him. “Another brandy, 
please ” 

“In a hurry again?” smiled the waiter 
“Bring it at once," sard Mathieu curtly 
Bons inspied him with a faint disgust There was 
nothing left of the lad’s dry, angular charm His latest 
face was too like Inch’s Mathieu began to think of Lola’s 
body, prostrate on the bed m a hotel bedroom Men m 
derby hats would enter that room, they would look at that 
sumptuous body with combined concupiscence and profes- 
sional interest, they would pull down the bedclothes and 
hft the nightgown in seardi of injuries, refleebng that 
the profession of police inspector is not without its com- 
pensations He shuddered. 

“Is she all alone there?” he said 
“Yes, I expect she 11 be discovered about twelve o'clock, 
said Boris with an anxious look. "The maid always wakes 
her up about that bme " 

“In two hours, then,” said Inch. 
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She bad lesutned bei ajn of cider sistw. She ^^’as shoV 
ing her brother’s hair with an expression of pity and of 
esaltahon. Bons appeared to respond to her caresses and 
then suddenly excl^med: 

“Good Godl" 

Ivich started. Boris often used slang, but he was neva 
profane. 

“What have jou done?” she asted apprehensively. 

"biy letters,” said Boris. 

“What?" 

"All my letters — what a ghastly fool I ami Tve left them 
in her room." 

Mathieu did not understand. "Letters you wrote to her?” 
“Yes” 

‘Well?” 

‘Well— the doctor will com^ and it wiB be known that 
she died of poison ” 

"Did you mention the drug in your letten?" 

"Yes, I did,” said Boris dt^ally. Mathieu had the Im" 
ptession that he was playing a part 
"Did yo'i ever take it warsdR" he asked. He was rather 
vexed because Boris bad never told him. 

"I— well. It did so happen. Once or twice, from curi- 
osity. And I mentioned a fellow who sold it, a fellow from 
the Boule'Elanche, I bought some from him for Lola on 
one orxasion I wouldn’t like him to get into trouble on 
my account” 

“Boris, you’re crazy,” said Ivich. “How could you. have 
written such things?” 

Boris raised his head- “I expect you have lapses some- 
tiinesr 

"But perhaps they won't be found,’' said Mathieu. 

"I^s &e first riling theyTl find. The best that can hap- 
pen is that I shall be called as a witness ” 

“Oh dear — how Father will blow up!" said Iiich, 

_ "He’s quite equal to calUngroe baw to Laon and stick- 
mg me into a bank.” 

"Youll be able to keep rne company,” said Ivich darkly. 
Mathieu looked at them with pity “This is what they’re 
likel” Inch had shed her victorious air: clutchw in 
other’s anns, pallid and stneken, they look like two 
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J “ old women There was silence, and then Matlueu 
' tliat Bom was looking at him sidelong; the set 
of his hps su^ested that he some scheme in mind, 
some pitifully futile scheme * He’s up to something,” 
thought Matnieu with annoyance 
‘You say that the servant comes to wake her up at 
twelve o’clodc?” he asked 
‘ Yes She knocks until Lola answers " 

“Well, ifs half past ten You’ve got time to go back 
quietly and get your letters Take a taxi if you Idie, but 
you could do it in a bus ” 

Boris averted his eyes “f can’t go back ” 

“So that’s how it is,” thought Malhieu "Don’t you feel 
up to it?” he asked 
“No” 

Mathieu noticed that Ivich was looking at him "Where 
arc your letters? ' he asked 

“In a small black suitcase under the window There’s 
a valise on the suitcase, you’ve only got to push it oS 
You'll sc^there’s a pile of letters Kline ate tied up with 
vellow nbhon ” He paused and then added nonchalantly 
’Tliere's also some cash— in small bills ” 

Small bills Mathieu whistled softly as he thought 
'The lad has got hu wiis about him, he has thought of 
everything, even of the money I need ” 

“Is the suitcase locked?" 

“Yes, the key is in Lola’s bag, on the night table You 
will find a bunch of keys, and then a small ^t k^ That’s 
the one.” 

“What’s the number of the room? ’ 

‘Twenty-one, third floor, second room on the left ” 
“C3ood,” said Mathieu ‘ 1 11 go " 

He got up Ivich was still looung at him. Bom wore an 
air of deliverance he flung hu hair back with a resumption 
of the familiar charm and said with a watery smile ‘ If 
you’re stopped, just say you’re going to see Bolivar, the 
Negro from Kamchatka, I know him He hves on the third 
floor too ” T 1 . j 

“You will both wait for me here,” said Mathieu He h w 
unconsaously assumed a tone of command He added 
more gently “I shall be back in an hour 
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wait for you," said Boris. And he added with an 
aic of adnuration and exa^ciated latitude: "You’re a 
grand fellow, Mathieu." 

Mathieu walked out on the boulevard Montparnasse, 
he was glad to be alone. Behind him Boris and Ivich would 
sooubewluspering together, reconstituting their unbrealh^ 
able and preaous world. But he did not care. All around 
liim, and in full force, there were his anxieties of the day 
before, his love for Ivich, Maicelle’s pregnancy, money, 
and icn, in the center, a blind spot-^eath. He gasp^ 
several bmes, passing his hands over his ^ce and rubbing 
bis cheeks. "Poor Lola,” he thought, "I really liked her.” 
But it was not for him to regret her*, this death was iin- 
hallowed because it bad received no sanction, and it was 
not for him to sanction it. It had plunged like a stone into 
a littie cra^ soul and was making circles there. On that 
small soul alone would fall the crushing responsibility of 
facing and redeeming it If only Boris had displays a 
gleam of gnef. . . . But he had felt nothing but disgust 
Lola's death would remain forei^r somewhere outside &e 
world, despised, like a deed of disrepute. "She died ld.e 
a wiut an awful thou^ll 

‘Taxil” cried Mathieu. 

When he had sat down in the cab, he felt calmer. He 
had even a sense of quiet superionty, as though he bad 
suddenly achieved forgiveness for no longer Ivich’s 
ag^ or rather as if you^ had suddenly lost its value. 'They 
depend ou me,” he said to himself with acid pndc. It was 
better that the taxi should not stop outside lie hot^ 

The comer of the rue Navarin and the rue des 
Martyrs.” 

Mathieu waldied the proccssioa of the tall, gloomy 
bladings m the boulevard RaspaiL Again he said to him- 
sdf: They dqjcod on me.” He fdt solid and even a tnfle 
wei^ty. Then the windows of the cab darkened as it 
^ng into the narrow gullcy of the me du Bac, and sud- 
denly Mathieu realircd that Lola was dead, that he was 
B^*ug to enter her room, see her large open ejes and her 
white body. "I shan’t look at her," he decided. She was 
tod Her consciousness was dcstrojed. But not her life. 
Abandoned by the soft afiectioDatc creature that had for 
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so long inhabited it, that derelict hfc had merely stopped, 
it floated, flUed svith uncchocd cries and ineffectual hopes, 
\rith somber splendors, antiquated faces and pcihiincs, it 
floated at tlic outer edge of the world, between pamn* 
tiicses, unforgettable and self subsistent, more indatnicii- 
hie tiian a mineral, and nothing could prevent it from 
having bean, it had just undergone its ultimate metamor- 
phosis: its future was determined. “A lif^” thought 
hfatliicu, “is formed from the future just as bodies are 
compounded from the void." He bent his head; he fought 
of his own life. The future had made way into his heart, 
where cvcr)-thjng was in process and sasKOse. The far-off 
days of childhood, the day when he haa said: “I will be 
fr^" the day when be had said: "I W7U he famous," 
appeared to him even now with their individual future, 
luce a small, circled individual shy above them all, and that 
future was himself, himself just as he was at presait, 
weary and a little ovempe^ they had claims upon bun 
across the passage of time past, they maintained Ibeit 
insistencies, and he was often visited by attacks of devas- 
tating remorse^ because his casual, nnical present was the 
onginal future of tliose pist days. It was be whom tl>^ 
had awaited for twenty years, it was he; this tired man, 
who was pestered by a remorseless child to realize his 
hopes; on him it depended whether these childish pledges 
should remain forever childish or whether they should 
become the first announcement of a destiny. His past was 
in continual process of retoudiing by the present; cveiy 
day bdied yet further those old dreams of and 
every day had a fresh future, from one penod of waiting 
to the next, ftom future to future, hlathieu’s life was 
gilding — ^towaids what? 

Towards nothing. He thought of JLoIa: she was dead, 
and bCT hfe; like Matbieu ^ had been uo more than a tune 
of waiting In some long past summer there had surely b^ 
a little girl With russet ciuls who had sworn to be a great 
singer, and about 1925 a joung singer eager to appear fijst 
on the concert bill. And ba love for Son^ the great Io\e 
of an aging woman, whicli had caused her so much suffer- 
ing, had potentially existed since the first day. Even yes. 
terday, on its now obscure and unsteady course, her loie 
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expected to receive its meaning from the future, even 
ye^erday she thought that she would live and that Eons 
would love her some day, die fullest the most loaded 
moments, the mghts of love i^at had seemed the most 
eternal, were hut penods of waiting 
There had been nothing to wait for death had moved 
backwards mto all those penods of waiting and brought 
them to a hal^ they remained mohonless and mute, aim 
less and ahsmd There had been nothmg to wait for no 
one would ever know whether Lola would have made Eons 
love her, the queshon was now meamngless Lola was 
dead— gestures, caresses, prayers, all were now in vain, 
nothing remamed hut penods of waiting, each waibng for 
the nexL nothmg but a life devitalized, blurred, and sink 
mg back upon itself ‘ If I died today," thought Mathieu 
abmptly, “no one would ever know whether I was a wash 
out or whether I sbll had a chance of self salvabon ' 

The tan stopped and Mathieu got out “Wait for me,” 
he said to the dnver He crossed the street at an angl^ 
pushed open the hotel door, and entered a dark and heav 
ily scentcn hall Over a glass door on his left there was an 
enameled rectangle beating the legend 'Management'’ 
Mathieu glanced through the door the room seemed to be 
empty, nothing was au^Tilebut the ticking of a dock The 
ordinaiy dientelo— singen, dancers, jazz-band Negroes, 
came m late and got up late the place was sbll asleep I 
mustn t be in too much of a hurry,” thought Mathieu His 
heart began to tbrob, and bis felt hmp He stopped 
on the thud Boor landing and looked about him The key 
was m the door * Suppose there is someone inside ' He 
listened for a moment and knocked No one answered 
On the fourth floor someone pulled a plug, Mathieu heard 
the rush of water, followed by a little Buted tncklc. He 
evened the door and went m 
The room was dark the moist odor of sleep still hung 
about it Mathieu sut>c)cd the semi-darkness, he was 
eager to read dea^ in Lola’s features, as though it had 
b^ a human emotion The bed was on the ngbt at the 
far end of the room Mathieu saw Lola, an all white figure, 

looking at him “Lolal be said la a low voice. Lola did not 

onsn'cr She had a nuivelously expressive but impenclia 
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ble £3 Cq her breasts were barev one of her lovely arms hj 
stiff across the bed, the other was under the beddotha 
“Lolal” repeated Mathieo, advancing towards the bed. Hi 
could not take his eyes oS that proud bosom — ^he longed 
to touch it. He stood for a few instants beside the bid, ^ 
hesitant; uneasy, his body poisoned by a sour desire, Ihea 
he turned and hurriedly picked up Lola’s bag from the 
, night-table The flat k^ was in the bag; Mathieu took it j 
and walked to the window. A gtay day was fljtenng i 
through the curtains, the room was filled with a motion- 
less presence; Mathieu knelt down beside the suitcase the 
inexorable presence was tber^ it weighed upon his back 
hie watching ejes. He inserted the key za the lock. He 
lifted the lid, sbpped both hands into the trunk; and a mass 
of paper crackle under hts fingers. The paper was bank- 
notes — a quantity of them. Thousand-hanc notes. Under 
a pile of receipts and notes Lola had hidden a packet of 
letters tied wi^ yellow ribbon. Mathieu raised the packet 
to the li^t, examined the bandwTitiQ& and whispered to 
himself: 'Here they are;" and put me packet into his 
pocket. But be could not go awi^, he remained kse^ng. 
bis eyes fixed on the banknotes. After a moment or two 
he rummaged nervously among the papers, sorting them by 
toudi with eyes averted. "I've got the money," he thought 
Bdiind him lay that long; white woman with the aston- 
ished face, whose arms seoned still able to reach ouk and 
her ted nails shll to scratch. He got up and btush^ his 
knees with the flat of his ri^t hand. In his left hand was 
a bundle of banknotes. And he thought: “Now we’re all 
light," dubiously eying the notes. ‘Now we’re all right 
. . Despite himself he stood on the alert, he listcn«i to 
Lola’s silent body and felt clamped to the floor. “Veiy 
W’ell,” he munnured with resignation. Fmgers opened and 
the banknotes fluttered down into the suitcase. Mathieu 
closed the lid, turned the key, put the key in his pocket; 

Thehght dazzled hun, I haven t taken the money" he 
«;d to lW«lf “ 

He stood moUonlcs^ and he 

*’Wbat a feeWc fool I ?nil IJc did his best to 
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.oncsdf. Suddenly lie tliouAt of Marccllc, Ihc vile old 
woman with the strangler's bands, and a real fear gripped 
bim: ‘‘Nothing'onothwg vns needed but a motion or the 
hands to save her pam and preserve her from a sordid 
business that would leave her matLed for life. And I 
couldn't do it: 1 am too iashdious. What a fine fellow I 
must bel After this,” he thought, looking at his bandaged 
hand, “it won’t be mudi use my shoving a knife through 
my hand to impress my dark and fateful personality upon 
young ladies; I shall nev» be able to take myself senously 
agam.” She must go to the old woman, there was no help 
for it: she must now show her courage, contend with 
anguish and horror, wh Je he spent his time cheenng him* 
self up by dnniing rum m a tavern "No,” be thought as 
fear laid hold of him, "she shan't go I’ll many her, since 
that's all I’m good for." He thought: “I’ll many her," and 
^ he pressed his wounded hand heavily against the ban' 
hter, he felt like a drowning man. "No, nol” he muttered, 
flinging hu head back; then he took a deep breath, swung 
around, crossed the corridor, and le-cnterM the room. He 
stood with hu ba^ to die door as on the fint occasion 
and tned to accustom his eyes to tlie half-light 

He was not even sure whether he had the courage to 
steal. He took two or three fallcnng steps into the room 
and finally made out Lola's gray face and her wide e)es 
bokmg at him. 

‘'\Vho’s that?” asked Lola. 

It was a weak but angry voice Mathieu shuddered from 
head to foot. “The bttle idioll" be thought 

“Ifs Mathieu." 

Thcie was a long sQencc, and then Lola said; "What’s 
the time?" 

"A quarter to eleven.” 

"I’ve got a heacbeb^" she said. She pulled the bed- 
clothes up to her chin and lay motionless, her eyes fixed on 
Mathieu. She looked as though she were sbll dead. 

"Where is Boris?’’ she asked. "What are you doing 
here?" 

'Tou’ve been ill," explained Mathieu hurriedly, 
k “What was the matter with me?” 

P "You were quite stiff, and your eyes were wide open. 
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Wlien Boris spoke to >t»u, you didn’t ansn-er, and he got 
fnghtened ” 

Lola looked as though she did not hear. Then suddenly 
she burst into a curt, harsh laugh and said with an eSort. 
‘ So he thought I was dead?” 

Mathieu did not answer. 

‘Well? That was it, I suppose? He thought I was dead?" 
“He was fnghtened,” said Mathieu evasively. 

‘ Pahl ’ said Lola 

There was a fresh sdaice. She had shut her eyes, her 
)aws were quivenng She seemed to be making a violent 
effort to recover herself Then she said, with ejes still 
closed ‘ Give me my bag, it’s on the night table ” 
Mathieu handed her the bag; she took a powder box out 
of it and looked at her face with disgust 
‘ It’s true— I do look as if I were dead," she said. 

She put the bag down on the bed with a sign of exhaus- 
tion and added “I’m not much more use ^n if I was 
dead" 

‘ Do you fed ill?" 

“Rather 01 But I know what it is, it wOl pass oS donng 
theday" 

“Do you want anything? Would you like me to fetch 
the doctor?" 

‘ No Don’t worry So it was Bons who seat you?" 
"Yes He was m a dreadful state " 

‘ Is he downstairs? ’ asked Lob, hoisting herself up in 
bed 

“No , I — I was at the Dfimc, you understand, he 
came to look for me there. I |umpcd into a tas, and here 
lam” 

Lob’s head fell back on to the pillow. 

“Tlunts all the same." - 
She began to bugh, a gasping, bbored bugh 
“I see, he got fnghtened, bless his heart He bolted and 
sent you to make sure 1 was really dead.” 

"Lobl” said Mathieu. 

“That's all nght No need to tcB a tale ” 

She shut her ejes again, and hbthieu thought she was 
going to fault But m a moment Or two she conUnued la 
a rasping tone 



‘ Please tell him not to wony I'm not m danger I get 
these attacks sometimes when I — anyway, hell know why 
It's my heart that goes a l»t wrong 'Tell him to come 
along here at once— ni be waiting for him I shall stay 
here hll this evening” 

"Very well,” said Mathieu. "There's really nothing you 
need?” 

"No I shall be all ngbt by thu evening, I have to sing 
at that place." And she add^ ' He hasn t done with me 
yet” 

"Then good by” 

He made his way to the door, but Lola called him back. 
She said m an unplonng voice “You promise to make 
him come? We— we had a little argument last evemn^ 
tell him I’m not angry with him any more, that eveiy 
thing u all nght But he must come. Pleas^ he must 
cornel I can t hear the idea that he should think me dead ’ 

Mathieu was touched "Of course,” he said * I'll send 
him along ” 

He went out The packet of letters, which he had 
slipped into his breast {^ket weighed heavily against Ins 
chest ‘Hell be pretty sick,' thought Mathieu, ‘I shall 
have to give him the key, he'll find some means of getbng 
It back into the bag ” He tned to say to himself cheer 
fully ‘ It was clever of me not to take the moneyl ' But 
he wasn't cheerful, it was a matter of no moment that his 
cowardice should have had fortunate results, the real point 
was that he hadn t been able to take the money. "All the 
same,” he thought, "I'm glad shes not dead” 

“Hello, sirl” shouted tlic chauffeur “This wayl” 

Mathieu turned around in bewilderment. 

"Eh? Oh, It’s you,” said he, recognumg the tan. "All 
ngbt, dnve me to the D&me.” 

He sat down, and the tan started He wanted to dispel 
the thought of his humiliating defeat He took out the 
packet of letten, unbol the kn^, and began to read 'They 
were curt little missives that Bons had written from Laon 
dunng the Easter vacabon There was an occasional refer- 
ence to cocaine, but m sudi veiled terms that Mathieu 
said to himself with surpnse ‘ I didn’t know he could be 
so careful.” The letter all b^n *My dear lola,” and 
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conUnucd as bncf narratives o£ llic da/s doings “I baih& 

1 \c had a row with ray father made Uic acfiuaintancc 
of a retired wTCstlcr who u going to Icacli me llic catdi- 
as-atdi-can style. 1 smolicd a Hairy Clay right to the end 
wiUiout dropping tlie asli” Sons concluded each letter 
wiUi the words “Lose and hisses, Bons ” Mathicu found 
it easy to imagine the stale of mind in which Lola must 
iiave read tlicsc letters, her renewed but always anguished 
disappointment, and her constant effort to reassure her- 
self ' He docs really lose me, the trouble u he doesn't 
know how to say so ” And he thought ' She kept tiicra, 
all the same.” He carefully bed the packet up again and 
put It back m bis pocket ”Boni must nunage to replace 
it m the trunk without her seeing him ” \Vlicn the tan 
stopped. It seemed to Mathieu that he was Lola’s rutuial 
ally. But he could not think of her otherwise than as 
belonging to tlic past As he altered the D&me, he had the 
impression Uut he was about to defend a dead woman's 
memory 

Bons looked as though he had not moved since 
Mathicu s departure He was sitting sideways, his shoul- 
ders bundled, hts mouth opca, sndhu nostnls indrawn 
Ivich was talking aRimaledly into his ear, but she fell 
silent when she saw Mathicu enter Mathicu came up 
and threw the packet of letters on Uic table. 

‘Tlicrc jou arc," said he. 

Bons picked up Uie letters and promptly slipped them 
into hu pocket. Matiucu looked at him with no scry 
fncndly au 

“I hope it wasn’t very difficult,” asked Bons 
“It vosn't difficult at all, but Irok here Lola isn’t dead ” 
Bons raised hu eyes, he looked as though he did not 
understand ‘ Lola isn't dead," he repeated idiobcally. He 
sank deeper into bis chair, he seemed utterly crushed 
' ‘ Good Lord,” thought Mathicu, “he had bc^n to get 
accustomed to it " 

Ivich looked at Matlncn with a glitter in her eye "I 
would have bet on ill ’ she said. "What was the matter 
with her? ’ 

*aehad merely fainted,” lephed Mathieu sbffly 
they were silent Bons and Ivich took tlicir tune to 
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Agest the news “What a £axce! ’ thought Malhieu Boris 
finally raised his head His eyes were ^ssy 
“Then — then she gave you the letters? ’ he asked 
“No She was shll unconsaons when I took them ” 
Boris drank a mouthful of cognac and put the glass 
down on the table “Wdll ’ he said, as though speaking 
to himself 

“She says she gets these attacks somebmes when she 
takes the stuff, and she told me you ought to have 
known it " 

Bons did not answer Inch seemed quite restored 
‘ What did she say? ' she asked with cunosity ‘ She 
must have been surprised when she saw you at foot 
of the bed? ' 

‘ Not particularly I told her Bons had been fnghtened 
and that he had come to ask my help Naturally I said I 
had come to see what was the nutter You will remember 
that,’* he said to Bons ‘Try not to give yourself away 
And then you must manage to put the letters back with* 
out her seeing you " 

Bons passed a hand over hu fathead “It's more than I 
can stand, ' he said, i see her lying dead " 

Mathieu had had enough of this * She wants you to go 
and see her at once ” 

‘ I— I believed she was dead," repeated Bons, as though 
to excuse himself 

‘'Well, she isn d ’ said Mathieu was exasperation ‘Take 
ataiaandgoto her” 

Bons did not move 

“Do you understand?” said Mathieu “The poor woman 
is in great distress ” He stretched out a hand to grasp 
Boris's arm, but Boru yeikcd hmisdf violently out of 
reach “No,” he exclaimed in a voice so loud that a woman 
sitting outside turned around He went on in a lower tone, 
but wth a weak man’s dogged obstinacy ' I shan’t go " 
“But” said Mathicu »atb astomshmeat ‘^•estenfiy’s 
troubles are all over She promued that there wouldn t 
be any further mention of tJicm ” 

“Ti cslerday's troubles, lodccdi” said Bons, with a shrug 
of his shoulders 
•Well then? ‘ 



Bom eyed him malevolently *^c revolts me” 

“Because you believed she was dead? Look here, Bons, 
pull yourself together, this is beconung ludicrous You 
made a mistake well &en, Uutfs the end of it” 

I think Bom is nght^ ' said Ivich bmUy She added, 
and her voice was ehargrf wfith a meaning that Mathieu 
did not understand “I—m his place 1 would do just the 
same’ 

‘ But can t you understand? He’ll be the death of her la 
good earnest” 

Ivich shook her head, there was a look of vexation on 
her sinister litde face. Nfathiew threw a hostile look at 
her ‘ She’s trying to get at him,” be thought 
‘ If he goes bade to her it will be from a motive of pity,” 
said Ivich “You can t ask bun to do it there’s nothing 
more repugnant, even to her ” 

' He should try at least to see bet He’ll soon find out 
what he feels.” 

Ivich gtunaced impatiently ‘There are things that you 
just can t grasp, ’ she said 

Mathieu remained at a loss, and Bom took advantage 
of the pause. ‘ I won t see her agam,” he said m a deter 
mined voice. ‘ For me, she is dead ” 

“But this IS idiotic, ' exclaimed Mathieu 
Bom looked at hun darkly * I didn’t want to say it, but 
if 1 see her again, I shall have to touch her And that,” he 
added with disgust; “I could not do ” 

Mathieu felt hts impotence. WearOy he looked at these 
two hostile httlc heads.” 

*Vety well, then,” he said, ‘Svait awhile— unbi the first 
reacbon has faded. Fronuse me you II go and see her 
tomorrow or the day after” 

Bons seemed reheved *T[liafs the idea,” he said shift 
ily, “tomorrow " 

Mathieu was on the point of saying to him “You might 
at least telephone to her to say you can t come ” But 
he re&ained, thinking ‘He won’t do iL I’ll telephone.” 
He got up 

1 must go and sec Daniel," he said to Ivich “When 
do your results come out? Two o clock? ’ 

"Yes ’ 
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"Would yon like me to ^ and look at them?’' 

“Tv'd, thanks Boris wiH go ” 

“When shall I see you again?" 

“I don’t know ” 

Send me an express at once to say if you’re through ” 

“I wfll” 

“Don’t forget,” said Mathieu, departing “CJood by ” 

'Good by,’ they answered simultaneously 

hfathieu went down to the Dfime basement to consult a 
Bottin Poor Lolal Tomorrow, no doubt, Boris would 
return to the Sumatra "But there s this whole day that 
she’ll be waibng for him I shouldn t like to be m her 
skm” 

“Will you get me Tzudame 0&-3S,'' be said to the large 
telephone woman 

“Both booths are occupied,” she answered "YouT have 
to wait” 

Mathieu waited through two open doors he could see 
the white bles of the lavatories resterday evening, out 
side certain other ’Toilets ’ An odd recollection for a 
lover, 

He felt very hitter apinst Ivich 'They're afraid of 
death,” he said to himself They may be hesh and neat, 
hut therms somethmg sinister about theu htUe souls, be- 
cause they’re afraid Afraid of death, of illness, of old age. 
They ding to thar youth like a dying man to life How 
QUny tunes have 1 seen Inch making up her hce at a 
nuttoil She shudders at the possibibty of wnnkles They 
spend their bmc brooding on thar youth, thar plans are 
never more than short term ones, as though they had only 
five or SIX yean to hve And then — and then hich talks 
about knimg hcnelf, but I don’t worry, she would never 
dare the/11 just rake over the ashes ^^en all is said, my 
skm is wnnkled, I’v e got the skin of a crocodile and cramp 
in my muscles, but I shll have years to hvc I begin 
to b^ev^e that it's the likes of us who have been young 
We tned to be men, and very ally we w ae, but I wonder 
whether the sole means of preying one’s y outh. tsn t t o 
forget it -** But lie remainea Ul at he was aiwe "of 
them up there, tliar beads Ufgcthcr m whjspcnng «>nj- 
phnty; but they were fasanatin^ none the less 
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*lla\e you got my number jet?” he ashed 
'Tfou must wait a moment, nr,” replied the hi^c wonisn 
aadly ‘ I have a customer calling Amsterdam " 

Mathicu turned away and walked a few steps. “I could 
>iot taVe the money ” A woman came down the stairs, light 
hnd Uvely. one of those who say with girUsh faces "I am 
going to take a pee." She caught sight of Malhicu, hcsi 
tated, and Uicn continued on hex way with long, gliding 
stndcs, the very embodiment of spmt and of pafumc as 
jshe skimmed into the w c’s “1 couldn t take the money; 
mv freedom is a m) til A myth — Unmet was nght — and my 
[lifcu built up from below with mechanical precision A 
void, the proud and sinister dream of bang nothing, of 
[being always something other tlian I am It is to escape 
'my age that I ve been playing about with tliose young 
creatures for the past year; in vain I am a man, a gtmvn up 
person, it IS a grown up person and a man of the world 
who kissed little Ivich in a tan It is to escape from my 
class that I w-nte for Left reviews, m vain 1 am a bout* 
geois, I couldn’t tale Lola $ money, I was scared by thor 
taboos It u to escape from my life that I sleep with all 
and sundry, by grace of Matcclle, and that 1 obstinate^ 
refuse to appear before the mayor, m vain 1 am mamed, 
1 live a domesbc life.” He bad got hold of the Botbn, and 
as he abstractedly turned ova its pages, he read ''Holle- 
becque, dramatist, Nord 77-80” He felt side, and he MJd 
to himself 'There, the sole freedom left to me is the 
desue to be what I am My sole freedom is — to want to 
\marry Matcclle” He was so weary of bong tossed about 

( among conflicting currents that he almost felt relieved He 
clenched hu fists, and addressing himself with all the grav- 
ity of a grown up person, a bourgeois, a man of the world, 
and a family man, said * I w<mt to many Marcelle ” 

Pahl These were words, it was a childish, empty choice. 
‘This, too,” he thought, this loo u a he I need no will 
powa to get mamed I have but to acquiesce." He dosed 
the Bothn and gazed in horror at the wreckage of his 
human dignity And suddenly it seemed to hun that he 
could see his freedom It was out of leach, as cruel, yout h 
ful, and capricious as the guahty ot ehunn m mo^cd 



terms jt bade bim throw Maicellc over Only for an in 
stan^ he QughTbat'r'gUmpse of this inej^ilicable free^ 
dom that wore the aspect of a cnme; mde«i, it frightened 
him, and it was so remote He remained buttressed on his 
all too human will, on these all too human words I will 
many her ” 

“Your number, sir,” said the telephonist ‘Second 
booth ” 

“Thank you,” said Mathieu 

He entered the booth 

‘Tfou must unhook the recaver, sir " 

Madueu obediently did so 

*1161101 Trudame 00-35? Its a message for Madame 
Montero No, don t disturb ha You can give it to her 
later on It’s from Monsieur Boris, he can t come. ’ 
“Monsieur Maunce? said the voice. 

“N<^ not Maunce Bons B for Bernard, O for Octave, 
He can’t come Yes That’s nght Thank you, good bje, 
madame.” 

He went out, thmking as be scratched his head ' Max 
celle must he in despetaboD 1 ought to telephone to ha 
while I m about it And he looked at the telephone lady 
with a hesitant air 

“Do you want another number? ’ she asked 

* Yes^ct me S^t 25^ ’ 

It was Sarah s numba 

“Hello, Sarah, its Mathieu,” he said 

* Good morning,” said Sarah s harsh voice. “Well? Has 
it been arranged? ’ 

“Indeed it hasn t,” said Mathieu ‘ People ate so stingy 
Look, I wanted to ask you if you could go round to that 
fellow and g,ct him to gi\ e me credit untu tlie end of the 
month ” 

“But he win have gone at the end of the month ” 

“m send him his money to Amcnca ’ 

A bncf silence followed. 

“I can aln-ays try, ’ sard Sarah dubiously "But it won t 
be easy Hes an old skinflint and besides hes going 
tlirough a crisis of Zionism, be detests cvctylhmg 
non Jewish since he was thrown out of Vienna.” 
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"Have a try, anyway, if it isn’t too much of a 

"It isn'ta botlierat all I’ll go immediately after lunch. 

"Thank you, Sarah, you’re a noble ladjl" said MaUiicu. 


CHAPTER Xtn 


H e’s very unfair," said Boris. 

“Yes," said Ivach, ‘ if be imagines he has done a 
service to Lolal” 

She laughed a short, dry laugh, and Bom relapsed into 
complacent silence No one understood him like Ivich. He 
turned his head towards Uie lavatory staircase and tiiought 
grimlv “He went too far over that affair One ought not 
to talk to anyone as he did to me I’m not Hourtiguirc" 
He looked at the staircase, he hoped that Mathieu would 
smile at them as lie came up a^n hfathieu reappeared 
and went out without even gianang at them, Boris’s heart 
turned over 

"He's looking very haughty," he said. 

“\Vlio7'' 

‘ Mathieu He has just gone out " 

Ivjch did not answer Slic wore a noncommittal look and 
was contemplating her bandaged hand 
' He’s angry with me,” said Boris "He thinks I’m not 
moral ” 

• Yes,” said Ivich, “but it won’t bst " She shrugged her 
shoulders "I don’t like him when he’s moral ’’ 

“I do," said Boris And he add^, after reflection "But 
I’m more moral than he 

‘ pfll” said Ivich She swayed a little on her seat, she was 
loobng rather plump and ingenuous She said in a rasping 
voice I don’t care a damn for morality Not one damn ’’ 
Boris felt very solitary He would have liked to get near 
to Ivich, but Mathieu was sbll between them "He’s very 
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myself.” 

Ivich replied judicially: "There are some things that 
you can’t explain to him." 

Boris, from habit, did not protest, but he thought that 
everything could be explained to Mathieu if you got him 
in the nght mood. He always fdt as though they were not 
talking of the same Mathieu. tvich’s Mathieu was a much 
more colorless pcrsonahty. 

Ivich laughed rather diffidently. “You do loot like an 
obstinate httle mule,” she said. 

Bons did not answer, he was ruminating on what he 
ought to have said to hlathieu: that be was not a selfish 
little brute, and that he had had a terrible shock when he 
had beheved that Lola was dead. He had even suspected 
for a moment that he was likely to suffer for this business, 
and this had upset him. He regarded suffenny as immora l 
and could not, in fact, endure it So he h^ tned to pre- 
vail over himself But something had got jammed and 
produced a breakdown, he must wait unbi the situation 
reverted to normal. 

"It’s funny,” he said, "when I now think of Lola I see 
her as a mce old thing.” 

Ivich laughed shortly and Boris vvas shocked He added, 
in an attempt to be fair. "Site can’t be feeling very cheer- 
ful just now.” 

"Tha^s quite certain.” 

“I don’t want her to suffer,” he said. 

'Then you'd better go and see her,” said Ivich in a sing- 
song voice. 

He realized that she was setting a trap for him and 
answered briskly: “I shan’t go. In the first plac^ she— I 
alwan picture her as dead And tlien I don’t want 
Mathieu to imagine that he can j'ust whistle and I’ll 
come.” 

On this point he would not give way, he was not 
Hourtigub^e. And Ivich smd quietly: 

"He docs rather treat you like tliat, in fact ” 

It was nastily said, as Bom reahzed, but without angen 
Ivich had excellent intentums, she wanted to ma^ e him 
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bicak with Lola It was for his good Es'cxybody always had 
Bom’s good in view But it vaned with each individual 
‘ I let him ^h^nV I’m that sort of fellow ” he said pla 
adly ‘Those are my tactics m dealing with him ” 

But he had been touched to the quick and was funous 
with Mathieu accordmgly He £dgetcd a httle on his seat* 
and Ivich e)ed him uneasily 
‘ Dear old boy, you tlu^ too much,” she said “You 
have only got to imagine that she’s dead for good and all ” 
"Yes, that would he convenient, but I can’t,” said Sons 
Inch seemed amused "That's odd,” she said, "because 
I can When 1 no longer see people, they don’t exist” 
Bom felt full of adimrabon for his sister and said 
nothing; he didn’t think hunsdf capable of such strong 
mmdedness After a pause he said “I wonder if be took 
the money That would mean tioublel” 

"What money? ’ 

"At Lola’s He needed five thousand fiancs ” 

‘ Did hel ’ 

Inch looked puzzled and annoyed Bom wondered 
whether he wou]<m t have done better to hold his ton^e. 
It was understood that they told each other evei)'thing, out 
from time to time there could be excepbons to that rule. 
"You look as if you didn’t muA liks Mathieu,” he said 
"He gets on my nerves,” she said "Tlus mommg be 
was bong manly for my b^e£t " 

"Yes—"’ said Bom 

He wondered what Inch mcan^ but concealed the fact* 
they must be assumed to undentand each oner's allusions 
or charm would be broken There was a sQence, then 
Inch added abnipUy 
‘ Let’s go I can’t stand the D6rae.” 

"Nor can I,” said Bom 

They got up and went out Inch took Bom’s aim Bons 
had a faint but persistent feehng that he wanted to vomit 
‘ Do you thi^ heTl go on loathing us for long?" he 
asked 

‘ Of course not ” said Ivich impabently 
Bom said treacherously ‘ He loathes you too ” 

Inch burst out laughmg ‘That's quite possible, but I 



shan t let that dq>rcss me jtJ. 1 vc got o&cr troubles on 
my tiund.' 

“True, aid Bans, disconcerted. “You re womed, of 
course.'’ 

"Horribly ” 

"Om jour examination?" 

htcU shrugged hex sUouldere and did not reply They 
rvalhcd a few steps in silence He wondered whether it 
was real!/ about her cxarmnation fie wished, indeed, that 
it was It would have l>ccn more moral 
He looVed up it happened that the boulcsraid Montpax 
casse looUd its best nada that gray h^t The season 
might have been October Bons was very fond of the 
month cf Octob^ He thought "Last October I did not 
blow Lola " At tlie ante moment he ctpcncnccd a sense 
cf dcUvcnncc "She s alive." For the first tune since he had 
abandoned her corpse in the darkened naom, he felt that 
the was alive, it was like a rcsunccdon “Matbicu can t be 
angry with me for long, as she isn t dead " Up to that 
minute he knew that she must be in distress that the was 
awaitinghim m anguuh. but that distress and that anguish 
teemed to liun inemcduble and final, as in the case of 
those who had died depamng But there had been a mis- 
deal Lola was aliv^ the was lying in ha bed with open 
ejes, possessed by a little hving anga, just as when he 
armed late for tliar appointments An anga that was no 
mete or less deserving of respect than others- a tnSe more 
mtoue, perhaps He did not owe her any of those vague^ 

E ittcutous obugitions imposed upon us by live dead, but 
e had solid dutia towatm hcr--<omc3tic dutia, as they 
might be deemod. Now at last Bons could evoie LoUa 
face without disgust It was not the face of a dead woman 
who tespoodtd to the call, but the youthful, angry fapc 
she had turned to him last evening when she 
“you told me a li^ jtm haven t seen Piatdl” At the same 
bme he felt dcfinucly argry with this xpunously dad 
wtHMa who had provoked all these disluibancts 



ha— it’s more correct.” 

‘To Lola? Certainly not” 

"But you should." 

‘i wouldn’t know wliat to say to ha ” 

"Silly boy — I’U wnte the letter for you." 

* But what IS tlicre to say to her?" , 

Inch looked at him with aslomshmcnt Doat y 
want to break with ha?" 

‘ I don't know." _ 

Inch seemed annoyed, but she did not insist. She nci 
insutcd, it was one of her qualities But m any case, 
between Mathicu and Inch, Bons would have 
extremely cautious for a moment be no more wanted 
lose Lola than to see ha agam , . i » 

“We shall see,” he said "There’s no pomt m thinking 
about it" 

It was pleasant on the boulevard, the people 
able face, he knew them neatly all by sight, and ^ 
ray of cheerful sunshine caressed the windows of tne 
Closene de Lilas ^ 

‘ I’m hungry," said Inch "I must get some lunch 
She went into Demaru’s Bons waited oubide. He ‘^t 
weak and senbmental, latha hkc a convalescent, and be 
found himself searching for a pleasant tliought or two to 
occupy his mind His choice fell abruptly on the Hisfoncal 
and Etymological Dictioruny of Slang Just what w^s 
neededi The dictionary now rqiosed on his mght table 
and was the chief object m his room * It’s a piece of f^~ 
niturc," he thought in a glow of ratufaction "That was 3 
master-stroke of mine.” And then, as good fortunes neva 
came singly, he thought of bis knife, took it out of his 
pocket, and opened it "I must be tightl" He bad bought 
It the day before, and the knife already had a history, it 
had sLt the skin of the two beings whom he loved most 
"It cuts damned well,” he thought 
A woman passed and looked at him insistently She was 
terribly smart He turned to look at her from behind, she 
had turned too, and they exchanged a fneudly look. 
“Here I am,” S3id Ivni. 



Slie was holding two lar^ Canadian apples in her 
hands She nibbed one of them on her behind, and when 
It was well polished she lat into it, o5cnng the otba 
to Sons 

‘ No, thank you,” said Bons “I'm not hungry ” And he 
added ' You really shod: me ' 
my?' 

‘ By rubbing apples on ^ur behind.” 

“Its to polish tnem,” said Inch 
' See that woman walling away? ’ said Bons “I clicked 
with her" 

Inch went on amiably mundung 
"Again? ’ she said, wth her mouth full 
‘ Not diere," said Bons Bdimd you.” 

Inch turned and raised her eyebrows 
‘ She’s pretty,” she said simply 
* Did you notice her dress? I don t want to die before 
I’ve had a wouun like that A soaety woman It must be 
a delightful expenence. 

In^ was shil looking at the departing lady She had an 
apple m each hand and looked as thcni^ she were holding 
them out to hun 

When 1 in tued of her. 111 pass her on to you,” said 
Bons generously 
Inch hit into her apple 
' Indeed! said she. 

She took his arm and drew him abruptly away On the 
other side of the boulevard Montparnasse there was a 
Japanese shop They crossed over and looked uito the 
window 

“Do you see those little cups? ’ said Inch 
"Th^re for sala, ’ said Bons 
"What 5 that? ' 

‘ Rice brandy ” 

"1 11 come and buy some 1 11 use them for teacups " 
“Th^rc much loo small ” 

“I can go on filling them ” 

‘ Or you mi^t fill su at a time ” 

"Yes," said Ivicli overjoyed I shall have six httlc full 
cups m front of me, and 1 U dnnk out of one or another 
)ust as 1 choose 
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lie thougfit despondently. Inch fell into an agony 
every tune she is’aited foe the results of an examination. 
He raised his eyes and noticed four young v.orkmcn 
approaching who lauded as they lookoi at the pair Boris 
was used to this sort of dension, indeed, he regarded it 
with sympathy. Ivich bent her head and seemed not to 
hai^ seen them When the youths came up to them, they 
divided two of them passed on Boris’s left and the other 
two on Ivicb’s nght 

l^'Wbat about a threesomtf” 

"Sbnkcr,” said Boos pohtely. 

At that moment Ivich gave a jump and uttered a pierc- 
ing saeam, which she promptly sbfied by putbng her 
hand to her mouth. 

“I’m behaving like a kitchen maid/’ she said, enmson 
with confusion. The young workmen were already at a 
distance. 

*’^Vh3t’s the matter?” asked Bons, with astonishment 

"He toudicd me,” said Ivich with disgust “The fillliy 
fdlow.” And she added sharply "Never rmnd, I oughtn't 
to have screamed " 

"Which was it?" asked Boris indienantly 

Ivich held him back "Please doivt do anything 'There 
ate four of them And I’ve made myself ndiculous enough 
already.” 

"It un't because he touched you,” Bons explained "But 
I can't bear that sort of thing happening wnen I’m with 
you. When you are with Malhieu, no one touches you. 
vVIiat do I look IQic?" 

"That's bow it is, my dear boy,” said Ivich sadly. "Nor 
am I any protection for you. \Ve don’t inspire respect.” 

It was true, and it often surprised Bom. when he looked 
in the glass, he thought bimsof quite unprcssivc; 

“Wc don't inspire r espect,” he rqicatcd. 

TIict drew together, fcding hkc a pan of orphans. 

"\Vhat’i that?” adsed Ivich after a moment or tsvo. 

She pointed to a long wall, bUck Ihrougli the gjom of 
the chestnut trees, 

"It's the Santi,” saiJ Bons. "A pmoii.” 

"It’s grand,” said Ivich "Ive never icea anything iTHjfc 
sjnutcr. Do people escape from it?” 
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“.Vot oftou” wjJ Boiit, "I tad wajcfthcni thii ^ 
pmottci jumped off the top of the uiIL He got 
Ujc bruacb 0 / a chotmit tir« and wu found sira^ca- 
Iv'kli rejected, anil pointed to one of Ujc tites. « 
mujt have beat Uut onc^** jJic sahL “SUnU we at on the 
l>ciuJi bcjidc »l? I'm ijted. Fahapt we dull icc another 
pmona jna^" ' 

“Fehapj;” uid Borir without comiction^ *TTj« 7 
do it at laght, jxiu know.* 

ctoaw Uic itnet and ttt down. Tlie bench ^ 
wet and Ividt uiJ willi saUifaction: “U'l nice and cool. 

Cut in a motnait or twtj ihc began to fidget and tug at 
her hair. Boru had to ibp hex hand to ptevent hcrpu2hn| 
out hex ctuU. 

*‘Fccl my hand," uid hich, "jFx frozen." 

It wax tnie. Iiidt wai livid, she looked ax tiiough xhu 
were in pain, her whole bodr was ilialcn by comola^ 
quh-m. ^e looted so wretched that Bom tried, out of 
qvi{Utliv, to think of LoU. 

Ivich l^cd up abruptly and saidL witla an air of dad: 
resolve: “Have j-ou got >ourdicc?" 

‘Tea." 

Matfucu had presented (vich with a set of poker dice ta 
a lilUc leather ease. Uicb liad given them to Bom. Tliey 
often plaved together, 

“Let’s have a game," she said. 

Boris took the dice out of the bog. Ivich added: "Best 
out of tinea You throw first," 

They drew apart. Boris sal astride the bench and tipped 
the dice on to it A full hous^ kinp high. 

"I'll stand," said he, 

"I bate you," said Ivich. 

• / She ^wned and, before shaking the dice, blew on 
fingers and muttered something. It was an mcantatioa. 
‘'ibis is serious,” thouglit Boris. "She’s playing for success 
in the exam ” queens. 

"Second eame," she said, looldag at Boris with glittering 
. _ This SSe sht thKW^ .as. 

.land,” she announced m her turn. 

- nnd! Bum the dice and was on the point of gelling tour 
before the dice had settled, he put out a hand as 



Ihovjgh to pici them up atjd smieptitiously tipped tu'O of 
them over with his Erst and middle fingers. Two tings 
appeared in place of the ace of hearts and the joker. 

‘Two pairs,” he announced with an air of vexation. 

• "My gam^” said Ividi tnumphanUy. “Now for the 
finaV' 

Boris wondered if she had seen him cheat; hut, after all, 
it was of no great importance: Ivich only took account of 
tile result. She won the final wifli two pairs against one^ 
^without his having to inteifeie. 

“Good,” she said simply. 

“Anotlier game?” 

“No— no,” she said, "that’s enough. I was playing to 
see if I should pass, you know.” 

“I didn’t know,” said Boos. "Well, you have passed.” 

Ivich shrugged her shoulders. "I don’t behese in that 
sort of thing,” she said. 

They fell silent and remained sitting side by side, 
stanng at the pavement Bom did not look at Ivi^, but 
he felt her tremble. 

“I’m hot,” said Ividi, "how dreadfull My hands are 
damp, I’m so wietched that I’m damp all over.” 

And in fact her tight hand, which had been so cold, was 
now burning. Her left hand, inert and bandaged, lay on 
her knees. 

"I'm sick of this bandage," she aid. "I look like a war 
casualty^ I’ve a good mind to tear it off.” 

Boris did not reply. A dock in the distance struck one 
stroke, Ividi ga\c a start. “Is— is it half past twdve?" she 
asked With a bewildered look. 

“It's half past one," said Boris, consulting his watch. 
They looked at each other, and Boris said: “Well, if s time 
for me to go now.” 

Ividi snuggled agiinst bun and put her arms round his 
shoiddcrs. “t^n't go, Bons, my dear old biw, I don’t want 
to know anything al^ul it, I shall go back to Laon this 
ei-ening, and 1—1 don’t want to know anything at all ” 

"Nonsense” said Boris gcnlfy. “Of course you must 
know how you stand when you see the parents.” 

Inch let her arms drop. “AM tiglit, go,” she said. "But 
come hack as soon as you can; I’U be waiting for you hac^‘ 
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"Here?" said Boris wilh astonishment "Wotddo t 
nllier we w’all.cd there togetha? You could wait tot 
m a caK in the Labn Qaaitar." 

"No, no,” said Ivjch * 111 wait for jou here " 

"As >‘ou liic. Suppose it rams?" r i. 

"Bons, please don t lonnent me— be quick. I snail stay 
here even if it rain^ eyen if there’s an earthquake I can 
get on my legs again, I haven't the strength left to tai» 
a finger.” , 

Bons got up and strode away When he had 

street, he turned He now saw Ivich from behind hudoiM 

on the bench, her head sunl: between her shouldos, snc 
looked like an old beggar woman "After all, she 
he said to himself He walked on a few steps and sudden/jT 
sawayision ofLolasface ‘nicrealoiie."&eisunhap 0 j 
he tliought, and his heart b^n to throb vaolcntly. 


CHAPTER XIV 


I N ONE moment In one moment he would resume his 
futile quest m one moment, haunted by AlarcdJe* 
rancorous and weary eyes, by Ividi’s sly face, by Lola's 
mortuary mask, he would again fed the taste of fever at 
the back of his mouth, and miseiy would come and turn 
his stomach In one moment He lay back m his armchair 
and ht his pipe; he was sohtajv and calm, and he sat 
luxuriating m the dim coolness of the bar Yonder was the 
varnished cask tliat served as a tables actresses' photo- 
graphs and sailors’ berets ban^ng on the walls, me in 
visible radio installation mattering like a fountain, sundry 
resplendent, largr^ nch groUemen at the far end of the 
room smoking agars and dnnUng port— the only cus 
tomcis left, businessmen, ail me rest^ving gone to lunch 
lonE ago, it must be about half past one, but one could 
Sily Sagme that it was sttll morning, the day hngcred 



stagnaot; like s plaad ocean ^tathioi sat awash m tliat 
passionless, wavdess sea \mbl nbat iccnaincd ot his exist 
eace was meiged into a bazety audible Negro spiritual, 
a buzz of aCTceable voices, an amber h^t, and the soft 
gestures of those fine surgical hands, which, rwddmg their 
agars, sv.a)ed like caravels loaded vnlh spices This in 
firutcsimal fragment of comfortable living— he knew it 
was merely a loan, which he would soon have to letuni, 
but he savored it without any sense of bitterness the 
world provides the unlucky wash-out with many trivial 
little satufactiQiis, and mde^ it is for them that the world 
reserves its passing favors, on condition that they enjoy 
them widi discrebon Dame] was seated at his left, grave 
and sflent hfathieu could view at leisure hrs handsome 
sheOdike countenance^ and the contemplation of it was 
Me of those same tnvial satisfactions Mathieu extended 
his legs and smiled to himself 
"I recommend the sherry,’ said Daniel 
^Good, but you must stand me a glass I’m broke.” 
"Certainly," said Danid "But look here can I lend you 
two hundred francs? I’m ashamed to suggest so httlc ” 
Bahr said Mathieu, it isn’t even worth the trouble." 
Darnel had turned his large, caressing eyes upon him 
"Please," he urged. "I ve got four hundred francs to finish 
the we^ well go shares " 

He must be careful not to accept, it was not in the rules 
of the game. 

"No,” said Mathieu "No, rcall) — though it’s veiy nice 
of yon” 

Danid fixed him with a heavy sohatous gaze. "You re 
not actually m need of anything? 

“Yes, I am,” said Mahbeu “Im m need of five thou 
sand francs. But not at this momenL What I need at this 
moment is a glass of sheny and your conversation." 

‘ I wash my convcisabon could equal the sherry,” said 
Dame] He bad not so much as roenboned die express 
letter, nor the reasons that had impelled him to get hold 
of Mathieu, For which Mathieu was othei grateful that 
would come quite soon enough 

•^idyou know," he said, ' that I aw Brunet yesterfay?” 
"lod^?” said Daniel pohtcly. 
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“I thinXall is 0%-et bctweoi us tliis tune.” 

"Did j-ou iiave a quanel?* 

‘'Not a quancl. Worse than that.” _ . - 

Daniel had assumed a pained expression. Mathicu could 
not help smiling. "You don’t gise a damn for Bninet^ eh? 
he askra. 

"Well, you know — I was never as intimate with him as 
you were,” said Danid. "I respect him greatly, but if_I had 
way, I would have him stufied and exhibited in the 
Museum of Humanity, twentieth-century department 

"And he would look prcl^ well there,” said Mathico. 

Daniel was lymg: he had been much attached to Brunet 
at one time. 

hfathieu sipped his sherry and said: 

"It’s excellent." 

"Yes,” said Daniel, "Ilfs the best dnnk they have. But 
tlieir stocks are running out and can’t be renewed because 
of the war in Spain " 

He put down his empty ^ass and took an olive bom a 
saucer. 

"Look here, I have a confession to make.” 

It was over: this moment of modest httle enjoymcit 
had shpped into the past. Mathieu looked at Daniel out 
of the comet of an eye: there wns a high, intense eqires- 
Sion on Daniel’s face. 

"Go ahead,” said Mathieu. 

“I wonder how it will affect you,” Daniel continued in 
a hesitant tone. "I should be wretched if jou took offense. 

"Tell me what it is, and you’ll soon know,” smiled 
Mathieu. 

‘Well — guess whom I saw yesterday evening?” 

•'“’^om you saw j-esterday evening?” repeat^ Mathieu 
in a disappointed tone, “I don’t know — all sorts of people 
no doubt” 

"hlarcelle Duffet." 

> "Marcellc? Did you, indeed?" 

- Mathieu was not very suipnscd: Daniel and Marcelie 
had not seen each other often, but Marcelie had seemed 
rather attracted to Danid^ 

- ‘Tou’re lucky,” he said, one never goes out Where did 
you meet?" 
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"At her hom^” said Danid with a smile. "Where else 
could it since she never goes out?^' And he added, dis- 
creetly lowering his qelids: "To tdl jtiu the truth, we do 
see each other now and then." 

A silence followed. Matbieu looked at Daniel’s long 
black eyelashes, which had begun to quiver. A clock 
struck twice, and a Negro voice Wanted m an undertone: 
"There's a cradle in CaroUna." We do see each other now 
and then. Mathieu averted his eyes, and fixed them on the 
red pompon on a sailor’s cap. 

"You see each other," he repeated in a pulled tone. 
"But— where?" 

"At her home, as I've just told you," said Daniel with 
a touch of irritation. 

“At her home? You mean you go and see her?" 

Daniel did not reply, and Mathieu went on: "What was 
the idea? How did it happen?" 

"Quite sinmly. I have alwajs had a deep regard for 
Matcelle Duttet. I greatly admired her courage and her 
generosity." He paused, and hiathieu repeated with sur- 
prise: 

"Marcelle's courage— her generosity?" These were not 
the qualities that he most rejected in her. 

Daniel continued: "One day when 1 was feeling bored, 

I had an impulse to go and c^ on her, and she received 
me very kindly. ThaPs all; and we have gone on seeing 
each o^ei ever since. We were only wrong in not telling 
you." 

Mathien plunged into the loaded perfume; the wadded 
air of the pink room: Daiuel sitting in the easy chair, 
looking at hlatcclle with great doe-hke eyes, and Marcelle 
s milin g awkwardly as though posing for a photograph. 
Mathieu shook his head: it didn’t make sens^ it was ab- 
surd, it was unseemly, these two had absolutely nothing in 
conunoD, they could not ha>e understood each other. 

"You visit her, and she cUdn't tell me?" And he add^ 
calmly: "You can’t be serious." .• 

Daniel raised his ejes and looked at Mathieu glootnOy. 
"Mathieu,” he said in his deepest tones, "you must m all 
^mess admit that 1 ha\% oerer permitted myself any 
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sort of light remark about jour relations with Marcdlc, 
they ate too precious.*' j 

"I dare say," said Malhicu, "I dare »y. That doesut 
alter the fact that you’re pulling my leg.” 



I’m not taken m, iat’s all.” n^nJpj 

“You don’t make things any easier for me, said JJaniw 
reproachfully. "I find it painful enou^ to ha« 
cuse myself in this way." He sighed. “I would have p 
fened ^ou to take my word. But since you insist 

^ He had produced a pocketbook stuffed wih bills. 
Matliieu saw the hills and thought: “Swine. ' But idly, 
for form’s sake. 

• "Look,” said Daniel. , . 

He held out a letter to Matfiicu. Mathieu look the letter; 
it was in Matcclle’s handwnting. He read: 

You ere right, as you dveys ere, my dear 
They were c^ainly periwinties. But I don’t undcrrtd 
a word of your letter. Satttrday is all right, as you * 
free tomorrow. Mamma says Ae will scold you seriously 
about the candy. Come soon, dear Archangel: we av/ait 
vauf riritation with impatiawe, 

’ MarccIIe ^ 

Mathieu looked at Daniel. "Then — it’s true?' he said. 
Danid nodded. He was sitting very straight, with the 
funereal decorum of a second in a duel. Mathieu reread 
the letter from banning to end. It was dated Apnl 20. 
"She wrote that.” That mannered, spngbtly style was so 
unlike her. He nibbed his nose peiplex^y, then he burst 

*^'^“Arebangei. She calls you archangel. I should never 
, ^»v,r>iictht of that A fallen archangel, I imagine, some- 
^ing of the typ® Ludfer. And you see the old lady too: 

- th^ puts disamcerted, "Good," he said dryly. “I 
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Mathieu tumal towards him and looked at him dubi- 
ously; it was qm'te clear that Darnel had been convinced 
he would be angry, 

“True," he said, “I ought to be angry, it w'ould be the 
normal reaction. And take note: it may so happen. But for 
the moment I’m just bewildered.'’ 

He drained his glass, in his turn astonished that he was 
not more annoyed. 

“Do you see her often?" 

“At irr^ular intervals; say about twice a month." 

“But what on earth can you Bod to say to each other?” 

Daniel started, and his eyes Sashed. He said in a rather 
silly voice: “Have you any subjects of conversation to 
suggest?" 

“Now, don’t lose your tenipei," said Mathieu in a con- 
ciliatory tone. “It^s all so sudden, so unerpccted— it seems, 
somehow, funny. But I'm not fcehng unfnendly- So ifs 
true? You enjoy talking to cadi other? But— now do keep 
calm: Tm b^g to understand— but what do you talk 
about?” 

“All sorts of things," said Daniel coldly "Of course, 
Marcelle doesn’t exp^ a very elevated style of conversa- 
tion. But she finds me soothing" 

“It’s incredible, you are so m&rent” 

He rould not nd himself of thcxidicnlous vision: Daniel, 
the man of ceremony, of hi^, insinuating charm, with his 
Cagliostro airs and bis long, African smiley and Marcell^ 
face to face with him, stift awkward, and loyal. . . . 
Loyal? Stifi? She couldn’t ^ so stiff after all: “Come; 
Archangel, we await your visitation." It was Marcelle who 
had wntten that, it was she who was attempting these 
heavy handed courtesies. For die first time Mathieu fdt 
a filler of something like anger. “She has deceived m^" 
he ttiought with amazement, has been deceivuig me 
for six months." He went on: 

“I’m so astonished tbathfarcdle sliould have kqjt any- 
thing from me.” 

Daniel did not answer. 

“Was it you who asked her to say nothing?” asked 
Mathieu. 

“Yes. I didn’t want you to tale charge of our relations 
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At piesent I’ve Icnown her for some while, so it doesn t 
matter so much ” 

‘ It was you who ashed her,” repeated Matlueu in a 
milder tone And he added “But didn’t she object? 

“She was greatly surprised ” 

‘Tes, but she didn’t refuse.” _ 

“No, she couldn’t have thought it very wrong ^ sne 
laugh^, I remember, she said ‘It s a personal ^ Ij® 

thinks I like to surround myself widi mystery’ And be 
added, with a veiled irony that annoyed Matoeu ex 
tremely ' She began by calling me Loheugnn 'Then, as 
you see, she chose Archangel ” . t 

“Yes, said Malhieu He thought “He’s making fun ot 
her,” and he felt ashamed for Ktarcellc's sake His pip< 
had gone out, mechanically he reached out a hand and 
picked up an oh\e. This was senous he did not feel 
su^ciently upset Mentally bewildeicd, yes, )ust as when 
one discovers one has b^ completely mutaken • 
But awhile ago there had been something abve within hiffl 
that would nave bled He metdy said in a melancholy 
voice 


“We used to tell each other everything ’’ .. 

‘ You imaguied juu did,” said Daniel ‘ Can people tell 
each other evcrythmi? ’ 

Mathieu shrugged his shoulders imUbly But he was 
mainly angry with himself , 

"And that letter!” he said “ ‘We await your visitation 
I seem to be discovcnng another Marcdle” 

Darnel looked alarmed “Another Marcclle, indeedj 
Lcrak here, you’re not going to let a bit of nonsense— 
“You were reproachmg me just now for not taking 
thinp scnously enough” „ 

“The fact is you pass fiom one extreme to the other, 
said Daniel And he conbnued with an ait of aSeebonate 
undentanding “And what is more, von are incline^ 
rdy too much on your ludements of oeople 'iniriittl® 
aHm meiel/^oes to show l^t Marcelle is more comph 
calcd than you thought" 

‘ Perhaps,” said Mathieu * But there is more m it than 
that ” 


Maicelle had put hersdf in the wrong, and he 
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afraid of tfang angry with her he must not lose his conE* 
dcnce m her, today-today, when he would be perhaps 
obliged to sacriEcc bis freedom for her sake, lie needed 
to respect her; otherwise fee task would be too hard- 

"Bcades said Darnel, "we always intended to tell you, 
but we found our little amspuary so amusing feat we 
put oE domg so from day to day.” 

*Wer He said "We." Here was someone who could say 
“we" when speaking to Mathieu about Marccllc. Matluea 
looked at Darnel wife no fncndly q'c this would have 
been fee moment to hate him But Daniel was as disarm 


mg as es’er. Mafeieu said to him abmptly 

“Darnel, why did she do it?" 

"Well, I told you” replied Darnel "Because I asked her 
to. And fecD it must have entertained her to base a 
seoet" 

Mafeicu shook bis head "No. There's something else. 
She knew quite well what she was domg Why did she 
do It?" 

"But—" said Darnel, "I imagioe it can’t always be very 
comfortable to live wifem your orbit She wanted to find 
a shady comer.” 

"She finds me too dominating?" ^ ^ , 

"She didn’t exactly say so, but feat is what I gathered 
After all, you are rather compelling,’’ he added wife a 
smile. "But don’t forget feat she admires you, she admires 
your habit of living in a glass hou ie and ariDounang to, 
the world what one usuaUy keeps to onese^but it g^ 


was afraid you might put j^cssure on her feelings for me, 


feat you might force her to give them a name, feat you 
migh t dissect them and return feem to her m small pieces 
Tliey need to be kept m a half y-ou know— they are 
rather nebulous and Ql-defined . • • 

"She told you so?" 

"Yes, she did She said to me ‘What amusesmem yom 
company is feat I don’t m fee least^know where I 
eomg With Mafeieu I always know " 

“With Mafeieu I always know ” And Inch Wife y ou 
one ne\ et has to fear any femg unexpected lie lelt a utue 
si^ - 



“Why didn t she speah to me about all this?” 

“She says it s because you never ashed her.” 

It was true, Mathieu bovred hts head each bme when 
it was a quesbon of getting at Matcelle's feehngs, an in- 
vincible lethargy weighed him down When sometimes he 
thought he nobced a shadow m her eyes, he had shrugged 
his shoulders "Nonsensel If there was anything, she 
would tell me, she t^ me everything ” ("And that is 
what I called my conSdence in her I’ve rumed every- 
thing’’) 

He shook himself and said abruptly “Why are you 
telling me this toddy? 

‘ 1 had to tell you one day or another ” 

This evasive air was intended to stimulate cunosity; 
hlathieu was not duped by it 
"Why today, and why you?” he went on “It would have 
should menbon it 6rst” 

" . ! ” Darnel, with an assumption of embarrass- 
ment, I may have been mistaken, but I— 1 thought it svas 
m the best interests of you both ” 

Good Mathieu shffened * Look out for the real attaeik, 
“ It ^ now” And Daniel added 

I ingoing to tdl you the tmtb Matcelle doesn't know 
.v' yeteiday she didn’t look as 

uiough she had made up her mind to make it known to 
you so soon. You will do me the favor of saymg nothing to 
her about our conversabon ” 

Mathieu laughed despite himself “How truly Satanict 
You sow secrets everywhere Only yesterday you were 
conspinng wth Marche agamst me, and today you ask 
tor my collusion against her A peculiar brand of 
treachery ^ 

nothmg Satanic about me,” he 
said What impelled me to speak was a genmne feeling 
of anwety that came over me yesterday evetung It 
seemed to me that you were both involved m a serious 
misunderstanding Naturally MarccUe is too proud to 
menbon it to you hersdf” 

Mathieu took a 6rm gnp of ha glass he began to under 
stand 
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"It's about )TDur — ” Danid struggled with his modesty, 
and continued “jour acadent.'* 

“Ah,” said Ala^ieu "Did jou tell her you knew?” 
"Certainly not It was die who mentioned it first” 
"Ah” 

"Only yesterday, on the telephony” he though^ "she 
seemed to be afraid I should refer to it And m the evenmg 
she told him e^erjlhing Another httlc comedy" And he 
added "Well, what then?” 

"Loolc here, all is not well, something has gone wrong ” 
“What makes jou say so?” asl^ Mathieu hoarsely 
"Nothmg defirute, it’s rather — the way m which she put 
things to me.” 

"^^at’s the matter? Is she angry with me for having 
got her with child?” 

"I don’t think so No, it’s not that It's jour attitude 
yesterday, rather She spoke of it with bitterness” 

"What did I do?” 

"I couldn’t tell jou oactly But there's something she 
^said to me, among other things 'It’s always that he de> 
odes, and if I am not m agreement with him, it is unde^ 
stood that I am to obiect But that is entncly to hu ad 
vantage because he always has bis mind made up, and 
he never leaves me the hme to make up mine’-~I won't 
guarantee the exact words ” 

"But I have never had a decision to make,” said Mathien 
Widi a pu^ed look. “We have always been in agreement 
on what bad to be done m such cases ” 

"Yes, but did you worry about what sbe might thinly 
the day before yesterday?" 

"Certainly not I was sure she thought as I did.” 

"Yes, the pomt bang that you didn t ask. ^Vhe^ did you 
last consider this— eventuality? ' 

"I don’t know — two or three jean ago ” 

"Two or three j cars And you don’t think she may ha\o 
changed her mind m the interval?" 

At the far end of the room the men had got up, they 
were laughing with genial fomilianty, a boy brou^t Uiar 
hats, tibree black felts and a derby. They went out with a 
fncndly salute to the bartender, and the waiter switched 
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off the radio Tlie bar sank into and sflenc^ there was a 
savor oi disaster m the air 

"This is going to end badly” thought Mathieu. He did 
not exactly know what was going to end badly: this 
stormy day, this abortion busmess. Ins relabons wiA Mar- 
ccUe? No, it was something vaguer and more compre- 
hensive his life, Europe, this in^ectual, ommous peace. 
He had a vision of Brunet’s red hair* ‘Tlicre will be war 
in September ” At that moment, in the dim, deserted bar, 
one could almost believe it There bad been something 
tainted m his hie that summer 
"Is she afraid of the operation?” he asked 
“I don’t know," said Daniel witli a distant air. 

"She wants me to many ha?” 

Daniel bunt out laughing "I don’t know at all, thafs 
asking me too much Anyway, it can’t be as simple as aH 
that Look here, you ought to have a talk with her th« 
evening Without mentionuig me, of course as thoup 
you had been attacked by scruples From her roanocr 
yesterday, I should be surprised if she doesn’t tell you 
everything; she looked as though she wanted to unburden 
henclf” 

“Vay well m try to make ha talk ” 

A silence follow^, then Daniel added with an cm* 
banassed an "Well, I've warned you ” 

"Yes, thanks all the same,” said Mathieu. 

"Are you annoyed with me?" 

Not at all It is so vay much the sort of service that 
you favor it drops on a fdlow’s head as plumb as a ble. 

Daniel laugh^ hearhiy, opeiung his mouth wide, ex- 
posing his brilliant teeth and the back of his throat. 

I oughtn t to have done it,” she tliought, with her hand 
on the receiver; "I oughtn’t to have done it, we always told 
each other everything He is thinking ’Marcelle used to 

tell me everything’ oh, he thinks it, he knows, by now 

he knows, shocks amazement in his head and this little 
voice m his head ‘Marcelle alroys told me everything,' jt 
IS thae, at this moment — it is Vme m his head- Oh, it’s 
beyond beanng, I would a himdnd bmes ratba he bated 
me, but thae he was, sithpg on cafd sofa, his arms 
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dangling as though he had just dropped something, and 
his cjes fixed on the floor as though something lay there 
broken It’s done, the conversation has taken place 
Neither seen nor heard, I was not there, I knew notbmg, 
but it has happened, the woids have been spoken, and I 
know nothing, the grave voice nscs hke smoke to the 
caK ceiling, the voice will come from there, the fine, grave 
voice that always makes the disk of the receiver quiver; it 
will come from there and say that it is done, oh God, 
oh God, what will it say? I am naked, I am pregnant, and 
that voice will come out fully cbd horn tlie white disk, 
we ougjitn’t to have done it, wc oughtn t to have done it.’ 
She could almost have been angry with Darnel if it had 
been possible to be angry with him, "he has been so 
generous, so good, he is the only person who ever both 
ered about me. He took up my cause, the Archangel did, 
and he devoted his grand voice to it A woman, a weik 
vvoman, utterly weak, and protected m the world of men 
and of the living by a dark, warm voice 'The voice will 
come from there, and it will say ‘Marcdle used to tell 
me everything' poor Afathicu, dear Archangel/" At the 
thought of the Archangel her c)es melted into soft tears, 
tcan of abundance and fertibt)r, the tears of a true woiiun 
afto a scorching week, tears of a soft, soft woman, who 
has found someone to protect her ‘ He took me in his 
anus, a woman caressed and i«)W niotected’, teardrops 
dimmcnng in her ejes, a caress tncUmg sinuously down 
her checks on to pouting, quivenng bps. For a week slie 
had been looking at a fixed point in the distance, with dry 
and desolate eyes “tbe/U kill nic." For a week she had 
been a Maicellc who knew her imnd, a hard and sensible 
Marcdle, a manly Marcdle. "He saj-s I am a man, and 
bdiold the tears, the weak woman, the streaming ejes 
Wiy resist? Tomorrow I’ll be hard and sensibly once 
and for once only, tears, remorse, sweet self pity, and 
humility sweeta still, vedvet liands on ray sides and on 
my hips " She longed to take Matliieu m her anns and ask 
his pardon, pardon on ha knees "poor Mathicu, my poor 
dear fdlow Once, once only, to be protected and for 
given, its so cornforting" An idea suddenly took ha 
bfcatli away and filled her vans with vinegar. ‘This cro- 



nmg when he comes into Ae room, when I put my arms 
round his neck and kiss him, he'll know everjtiimg, and 
1 11 have to pretend not to know that he knows Ah, we'ie 
decaying him," she thou^t m desperahon, “we’re shll 
deceiving bun, we tell him evetythmg, but our smcenty 
IS tainted He knows, he will come m this evening, 1 shaU 
sec his kmd eyes, I shall think to myself he knows, and 
how shall I bear it? My poor old fellow, for the fint tune 
m my hfe I have hurt you— ah. I’ll agree to everything, 
I’ll go to the old woman, IHl destroy the child. I’m 
ashamed. I’ll do what he wishes, evading you wish” 
The telephone bell rang beneath her fingers, she 
clutched the ro^aver 

“Hellol” she said “Hellol Is that Daniel?" 

“Yes,” said the fine, calm voice “Who is that speaking?” 
“Marcelle.” 

“Good morning, my dear Marcelle ” 

“Good morning,’’ said Marcelle. Her heart was thump- 
ing heavily. 

“Did you sleep we3I?"-«deep down within ha the grave 
voice echoed— oh, the exquisite pain of itl “I Irft you ter- 
ribly late last cveamg, Madame Duffet be funous. But 
1 hope she didn't know ” 

“No," gasped Marcelle, “she didn’t know She was fast 
asleep when you left . , 

“/md you?" insisted the gentle voice “Did you sleep?” 
“I? Well — not badly I’m ladier upset, you know." 
Daniel laughed, a lovely, lusaous laugh, a dehcatc and 
melodious laugh Marcelle fdt a htlle easier. 

“You mustn’t get upset,” said he. “Everythmg went very 
well." 

"Evciythmg— is that true?” 

"It is. Even better than I hoped We have never really 
apprcaated Mathieu, my dear hlarcelle ” 

Marcelle felt a stab of harsh remorse. She said. ‘1 quite 
agree. We never did appreciate him, did we?” 

“He pulled me up at the very start," said Damd. “He 
said that he quite understood that somethmg had gone 
wrong, and that this had been on his mind all yesterday.” 

“You — you told him Uut we had been seang each 
other?” aslxd Marcelle m a strangled voice. 
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“Of course," said Danid with astonishment. “^Vasn’t 
that what wc agreed?" 

“Yes— jes. . . . How did he ialce it?” 

Dam'el appeared to hesitate. well," he said “Defi- 
lutely, very well. At first he wouldn’t beheve it . . 

“1 expect he said: ‘Marcdle tdls me everything.’ ” 

“He did” — ^Daniel seemed amused— “be said it in so 
many words.” 

“Daniell" said Marcdle. "I feel rather lemoneful ” 

i^ain she heard the deep, eniltant laugh. “Ah wdl, and 
so does he. He departed in a torment of remorse. If you 
are both in that sort of mood, I should like to be concealed 
somewhere in your room when he sees you; it looks like 
being a ddighthil scene.” 

He laughs again, and Marcdle thought with humble 
grabtude. “He’s malang fun of me." But the voice had 
resumed its gravity, and the recover vibrated like an 
orpn. 

“No, seriously, Marcdle everything is going as well as 
^sible; I am so glad for your sake. He didn’t let me talk, 
be stopped me ahnost at onc^ and said. Toot Marcdle, 
I am deeply to blame, I loathe myself, but I’ll make it up 
to her, do you think there's shJl tune^ And bis eyes were 
quite red. How he docs love youl” 

“Oh, Danidl" said Marche. “Oh, DanidI . . , Oh, 
Damcll” 

A sQence followed, then Daniel added: “He told me he 
would have a frank talk with you this very evening: ‘We’ll 
clear it dl up/ At present everything is in your bands, 
Marcdle. He’ll do everything you wish." 

“Oh, Danidl Oh, Daniell" She recoicred herself a little 
and added: "You’re been so good, so — I should like to see 
you as soon as possible, I have so many things to say, and 
I can’t talk to you without seeing your face. Can you 
come tomorrow?” 

The voic^ when it came, scaned harsher, it had lost its 
harmonies. 

“Not tomormw. Of couise. I'm most anxious to sm you. 

. . Look here, hlarcdlc; TU nug you up." 

“All right," said Mancie, *Ving me up soon. Ah, Daniel, 
my dear Darnell . , 
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Goodly, Marcelle,” said Darnel ‘Play yout aril 
well this evening" 

Darnell ' she cned But he had gone, 
hfarcelle put down the receiver and passed her hand- 
kerchief over her damp eyes "The Aroiangcll He ran 
away pretty qmcfc, for fear I might thank him She sp* 
preached the window and looked at the passer^^ 
women, urchms, a few workmen— how happy they 
A young woman was running down the middle of the 
stxecli carrying her chDd m her arms, talking to 
she ran, gasping and lauglung in his face. Marche stw 
watching her, then she approached the minor and 1®®^ 
at hcnelf with astonishment. On the wash hasm sbm 
there were three red roses la a tooth-glass Marcelle 
paused, picked out one of them, twuled it diffidmOy m 
her fingers, then shut her eyes and Stuck the rose wto 
her black hair “A rose m my hair She opened n« 
eyes, looked in the muror, patted her hair, and smued 
wryly at herself 


CHAFTEil XV 


P txASE wait here, sir " said the little man 

Mathicu sat down on a b«ch It was a <l3TTe wait 
ing room, redolent of cabbage; on hu left a glass-paneled 
door admitted a faint A bell niDg, and the httle man 
opened it A young woman entered, dad with distressful 
neatness 

"Kindly sit down, madame ” 

He walked dose beside her to tlie bench, and she sat 
down gathenng her beneath her 

1 ic been before , ' said the wunan "It s about a Joan," 
'Yes, madams certainly" 

Tlie httle man was talking nf^it into her face. "You are 
in the government service?* 
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‘No my husband IS ” 

She bepn to rummage m her bag; she was not bad- 
looking, but she had a harsh and harassed look, the httle 
man was stanng at her grecddy She produced from ha 
bag two or three papers carefully folded, he took tlicm, 
went up to the glass door to get a better hghh and ex 
anuned them mebculously 

‘ Quite all nghh” said he, banding them back to her 
‘Quite all right Two diildten? You look so young 
We so look forward to having them, don’t we? But when 
they amie, they rather disorganize the family finances 
You are in a httle difficulty at the moment? ’ 

The jtiung woman blushed, and the httle man rubbed 
his hands 

“Well," he said geniallj, "we 11 anange it all, that’s what 
we’re here for” 

He eyed her for a moment with a pensive, smiline air 
and then departed 'The young woman threw a hostile look 
at Mathieu and began to fidget with the clasp of her bag 
Mathieu felt ill at ease* be had come into the company of 
people who were really poor, and it was theu money he 
Was going to take, gray and tarnished money, redolent of 
cabbage He bent hu head and looked down at the floor 
between his feet again be saw once more the silky, per 
fumed banteotes m Lola s httle trunk, it was not the same 
money 

The glass door opened and a tall gentleman with white 
mustaches appeared He had sih« hair, carefully brushed 
back. Mathicu followed him into bis office The gentleman 
pointed genially to a rather shabby leatheKovcred ann 
chair, and they both sat down The gentleman laid his 
elbows on the table and dasped ho fine white hands He 
wore a dark-green be, dxsae^y enlivened by a pearl 

‘ You rvish to take advantage of our service? he asked 
paternally 

“Yes ’ 

He looked at Mathieu, be had rather prominent light 
blue eyes 

Monsieur — ?” 

‘ Dclarue " 

•You arc aware that the regulations of our soacty 
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proMde solely for a loan service to gosemment officuls?” 

The Noice w'as fine and whit^ a httle fiesby, like the 
hands 

T am a gosemment offitaal," said bfathieo. “A pn>* 
fessor" 

“Indeed? said the gentleman wth interest. “We are 
parbciilarly glad to h^p university men You are professor 
St s }yc6^ 

“Yes The Bufion ” 

Good said the gentlonan suavdy “Well, we win go 

through the usual httle formalities Fust, I am ^mg 
to ask you whether you have about you any evidence of 
identity— anythmg will do, passport army pay book; dec* 
toial card. ” 

hlathieu produced his papers The niai] took them and 
glanced at them abstractedly 
“Good,” be said “Very good. And what is the amount 
j-DU have m nund?” 

“I want SIX thousand francs,” said Mathieo He reflected 
for a moment and said “Say seven thousand ' 

He was agreeably surprised He thought “I wouldnt 
have behevra it would go Uuough so quddy” 

“You know oiu conthbons? We lend for six months, 
absolutely without renewal \Vc are obliged to ask twenty 
per cent interest owing to our heavy expenses and the 
coosidoable nsks we ruiu” 

"That s quite all nght, said Mathieu hastily 
The man produced panted documents &oin his 
drawer 

"Would you be so land as to fill m these forms? And 
sign your name at the foot of each." 

It was an applicabon for a loan, m duplicate, with 
blanks for name, age, occupabon, and hfathieu 

b^n to wnte. 

“ExceUent;'’ sard tfienian,glancing ever the documents 
"Bora m Pans— m 1905— both parents French W^ 

thats all for the mament. Upon payment of the seven 
thousand fanes, we shall ask you to sign anacfcnowlcdg- 
ment of ;*e debt on stamped paper The stamp will be 
joui lubility " r 
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“Upon payment? So you can’t let me have the mon«y 
at Once? 

The gentleman seemed \ay suipnsed "At once? But, 
my dear sir, we shall need at least a fortnight to male our 
inquincs ” 

‘ What inquincs? You have seen my papers ” 

The gentleman loohed at Mathieu with amused indul 
gence. ‘ Aht” he said "You university men are all alike All 
idealists Please understand, sir, Aat in this particular case 
I do not doubt your word But, speaking generally, what 
proof have we that the papers shown to us are not false?” 
He laughed a rueful httle laugh I fear that those who 
deal in money inevitably become suspicious Dqilorabl^ 
I agree; but we have no ngfit to trust people. And so you 
se^” he concluded, “we must conduct our httle mqmty 
we shall address ourselves duectly to your Muustiy Don t 
worry with all due disaebon, of course. But you know, 
between ourselves, what ofEaaldom is hke. I much doubt 
if you can reasonably expect our assistance before July 5 ' 
‘That's no good,” said Mathieu boanely He added ' I 
need the money ttus evemog, or tomorrow at the latest, 
if s for an u^ent matter Couldn t it be managed— 4t a 
rather higher rate of interest? ' 

The man seemed scandalized, and lilted his two fine 
hands ‘ But we are not usuren, my dear sul Our society 
IS under the patronage of the Ministry of Public Works 
It is, one might almo t say, an oSaal organization We 
charge a normal rale of interest calculate on a basis of 
our expenses and our risks, and vve could not lend our 
selves to any transacbou of that fond He added severely 
“If you were m a hurry, you should have come earlier 
Haven t you read our nobces? ’ 

'No, ’ said Mathieu, getting up ' It was a sudden call 
'Then I regret — ” said the man coldly 'Shall I tear up 
the documents you have just filled m?” 

Mathieu thought of Sarah * She will certainly have in 
duced the man to wait” , 

“Dont tear them up,” be said ‘ill arrange sometaicg 
in the interval ” . 

‘Good, said the man affaWy Tou will surely ^find a 



fnend who will advance jw what jou need for a fort 
night Tins is join permanent address? ' he said, poinboj 
a forefinger at document "JZ rue Huj'ghens?’' 

“Yes” 

"Well then, at the b^nomg of July wc rvfll send you a 
reminder,” 

He got up and accomparued Mathieu to the door. 

‘ Good by, sir,” said Mathicu "Thank you " 

‘ Glad to be of any service to you," said the gentlemaa 
wtli a bow ‘I look forward to seeing you again.” 


Mathieu strode rapidly through the waiting room The 
young woman was still thetQ she was bitmg her glove warn 


j . — ^ ntti aull thetq she 

a haggard look. 

Outsid^ greenish fiashes quivered m the gray air But 
at the moment hlathieu had the persistent impression of 
caught between four walls "Another setback,” he 
t remauung hope was Sarah 

He had reached the bodevard de Sebastopol, he went 
asked if he could telephone 
rdepnones at the far end, on lie nehL” 

As he dialed his number, hfathieu murmured "Has she 
It! Oh, has she managed itl” The words were a 
kmd of prayer 

S'l!® " Sarah?" 

«cUo— yes? ’ said a voice. It’s WomuUcr ” 
to Dclarm^” said MatLeu. ‘ Can I speak 

“Sbes out” 

a amsaacal Yro don’t W when shall be 

4«"d!^i.sii^n%sr.r4srLT, 

thne was nothmg left «■» hnn to d^hut ?fSj 

a bus and sat down b«idc an old woman BailM 

mg mto her handkerchief “Jev., 'J? «“S^; 

be thought ‘ He’ll agree-JicTl ce rtain^ aen»-*° 
"Dento Rochcicau? ' “ 

‘Three tickets,” said the conductor. 

Mathicu took the three tickets and sat lookmi? n, ^ e 
27*1 out of 




etcuse, condemned lo deadc wUiout support from an y 
^ait^ coi^emnt3 for evCT to be Free 

“DenfatRoch»cau,*' eded tfie conductor 

Matiucu rose and got out, he turned down the rue 
Froidevaur. He was bred and nervous, he IqJt on seejng 
a suitcase at the far end of a dark room, and in the suit 
case some soft and odorous banknotes, with a sense of 
something like remorse, "Ah, I ought to have taken then^” 
he tliought 

“There s an express for >ou,*' said the concierge. ' It has 
lust come." 

hlathieu took it and tore open the envelope; in an in 
stant the walls that hemmed him m collapsed, and he was 
translated into another world Thae were four wfords, in 
the middle of the page, in a krge sloping senpt ‘ Flunked 
So what? Ivich ” 

It isn t bad news, I hope, ' said the conoerge. 

“No ’ 

* I m glad of that You looked quite upset 

Flunked. So what? Inch 

“Its one of my old pupils who has failed m the exarm 
iiabons " 

“Ah, }'es, they're becommg mote and mote difficult 
from what I hear ” 

‘Much more." 

“And just thinkl All these young folks that do pass," 
said the conoerge. "There they arc with a degree and 
then what's to be done with them?" 

Exactly what I say” 

He reread Ivich’s message for the fourth time He was 
disquieted by its phrasing Flunked So what? . 

' s doing some damn'fool thing or other,” he thought 
Thats as clear as dayhght, sbes getting herself into a 
mess ' 

•Whafs the tuner' 

Six 0 clodL" 

Six. She got the results at two o'dodc. For four hours 
she had b«n adnft m the sheets of Pans He shpped the 
telegram into his pi^et , 

“Madame Gannet, lend me fifty francs,” be said to the 
concierge. 
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“But I don't loiow if I’ve gcA fifty " said llie conderge 
mth some surprise- She rummaged in the drawer of irer 
work table. 

“I’ve only got a hundred francs, you can bung me the 
change this evening." 

“Right," said Mathicu. “TTianks " . 

He went out, thinking: “Where can she be?” His bead 
was empty and his hands "weie ticmbhng. A cruising tari 
was passing down the rue Froidcvaux, Mathieu stopped it. 

“Students’ hostel, 173 me S^t Jacc^ues. £uick." 

"Right," said the chaufieur. 

“\Vhere could she be? At best she had already left for 
Laon; at the wont . . . And I’m four hours behind,” be 
thought. He leaned forward and pressed his right foot 
hard on the mat, as though he acceleratmg. 

The taxi stopped. Mathieu got out and rang the bell at 
the hostel door. 

"Is MademoiseDe Ivich Serguinc in?” 

The lady looked at him dubiously. "I'll go and see^” she 
said. 

She returned almost at once. "Mademoiselle Serguine 
hasn't been m since this monung. Is there any message?" 

"No." 

Mathieu got into the cab again. "Hotel de Pologn^ rue 
du Sommetard." 

After a moment or twx> he rapped on the window, 
"rhere it is,” he said, "on the left.” 

He pimped out and pushed open the glass door. "Is 
Monsieur Seiguine in?" 

'The tall albmo porter was in the office He recognized 
Mathieu and smiled. "He hasn’t been back since last 
night.” 

“And his sister—a fair haired y-oung lady— has she been 
in today?” 

“Oh, I know Mademoisdle Ivich quite wdl," said the 
man "No, she hasn’t been ^ there was only Madame 
Montcro, who telephoned twice to ask Monsieur Boris to 
come and see her the moment he got back; if you see him, 
you nught tell him.” 

“1 will," said Mathieu, 

lie went out. Where could she be? At a movie? It was 
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scarcely probable. Wandering about tbe streets? In any 
case she had not yet left Pans, otherwise she would have 
been to the hostd to get her luggage. Mathieu took the ex- 
press out of bis pocket and examined tbe envelope: it had 
Wen sent from the post office in tbe rue Cu;a^ but that 
proved nothing. 

“Where to?” asked the chauffeur. 

Mathieu looked at hun hesitantly and had a dash of 
enlightenment. “She must have had one or two before she 
wrote that She has certainly got drunk." 

“Look here," he said, “I want you to drive slowly frqm 
the quays up the boulevard Saint-Michel. I’m looking for 
someone and I want to see into aJl the caf&.” 

Ivich was not at the Biarritz, nor the Source, nor the 
Harcouit nor the Burd, nor the Palais du Cafd. At Capou- 
lade’s, Mathieu caught sight of a Chinese student who 
knew her. He approached Ae Chinese, who was dnnldng 
a glass of port, perked on a high stool at the bar. 

^ “Excuse me,’' said Mathieu, looldng up at him. "I be- 
lieve you know Mademoiselle Serguine. Have you seen her 
t^y?" 

“No," said the Chinese, speaking with difficulty. '‘Some 
acadent has happened to her." 

"Some accident has happened to heil" shouted Mathieu. 

“No," said the Chinese. "I was asking if any accident 
had happened to her.” 

"I don't know,” said Mathieu, turning his back on tbe 
man- 

He no longer even thought of protecting Ivich against 
herselh he was solely possessed by an anguished and vio- 
lent desire to see h« again. “May she have tried to kill 
herself? She is quite sdly enough for that,” he thought 
savagely. "*« pohaps she is merely somewhere in 
Montmartre.” 

“To the Vavm square,” he said. 

He roentcred the cab. His lands were trembling; he 
tlinist them into his pock^. The lao took the turn round 
the Mfdids fountain, a^ Matliicu caught sight of Renata, 
Ivici’s Italian fncnd. She was coining out of the Lu^cm- 
£,urg. wrth a portfolio under her arm. 
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_ Stopl Stop!” touted Mathieu to the chauffeur. He 
jumped out of the taxi and ran up to her, 

“Have you seen Ivich?” 

^ Renata assumed an air of d^oity. “Good morning, mon- 
a^/’ she said. 

pood rooming,” said Nbthieu, “Have }oa seen Ivich?” 

Ivich?” said Renata. “Yes, I have.” 

^en?” 

“About an hour ago.” 

;;\Vhere?" 

At the Luxembourg She was in queer company,” said 
Renata rather superciliously. “You ^ow she has failed, 
poor girl.” ^ 

"Yes. \Vhere has she gone?" 

‘TTiey were going to dance somewhere. At the Taran- 
tula, I think.” 

“Woe IS that?" 

"Rue Monsieur le Prince, under a gramophone-record 
shop, the dance-hali is the basement” 

^Thanks.” 

Mathieu was hurrying away; then he turned back. “Ex 
oae me, I had also forgotten to say good by." 

“Good by, monaeur," said Renata. 

Mathieu returned to bts chauffeur. “Rue Monsieur-Ie- 
Pnne^ it's quite near. Dnve slowly, ITJ stop you." (“If 
only she's sbJI there. Ill comb all the ihds dansants in the 
Latin Quarter,") 

“StOjp— there it is. Wait a minute or two." 

hlatroeu went into a record shop. 

"The Tarantula," he asked. 

“In the basement — down the stabs.” 

Mathieu walked down a staucas^ mhaling a cool mil- 
dewy odor, and pushed at one wmg of a Icalhei-covcicd 
door which swung back on to his stomach. Mathieu stood 
leaning against the doorpost, and thought: “She's there." 

It was a gaunt and antisqitic cellar, completely devoid 
of shadow- A atcred light descend^ from oiled paper 
fittings in the ceiling, bfathicu saw about fifteen tables 
covered with clotlis, marooned at the far end of this dead 
sea of light The bage walls were plastered with bits of 


mulbcolored cardboard dquctuig cxohc plants, which bad 
already begun to crackle from the effects of the moisture, 
and the cacti were bulging with bhsters An invisible radio 
%vas broadcashng a peso doble, and tlie potted music 
made the hall seem even more denuded 
Ivich had laid her head on her partner’s shoulder and 
was pressing close against him He was a good dancer 
Mathieu recogmzed him as the tall, dark haired young 
man who had been with Ivich on the previous evemng 
in the boulevard Saint Michd He was breathing into 
Ivich’s hair and kissing it from time to bme. Then she 
would throw her head back and laugh, her face drained 
of color, her eyes closed, while he whispered in her ear; 
they were alone in the middle of the dance-floor At the 
far end of the room four young men and a girl violently 
made-up clapped their hands and shouted ‘'Bravol” The 
tall dark fellow brought Ividi bad: to theit tabl^ with 
his aim round her waist, while the students buzzed around 
her, but there was an oddly awkward touch m thar fa> 
mihanty They greeted her wth warm, embracing ges- 
tures, but they kept their distance. The made up lady held 
herself aloof She stood, a heavy, listless figure, with a 
fixed look m her eyes, lit a cigarette, and said pensively: 

"Bravo " 

Ivich dropped into a chair between the gul and a shor^ 
fair haired man witli a fall of beard She was laughing 
hystencally. 

“No, no," she said, waving a hand in front of her face. 
"No alibil No need of an ahbU ' 

The bearded gentleman promptly rose to sunender his 
chair to the handsome datk hatred dancer *^131 settles 
It," thought Mathieu 'Tliqr recognize his nght to sit be- 
side her " The dark handsome gentleman seemed to find 
this quite natural, he was, indeed, the only member of 
the party who seemed at case. 

Inch pointed a finger at her bearded escort ‘He’s try- 
ing to esca because I’ve promised to kiss him," she said, 

me,” said the bearded one wiUi dignity, "jou 
^ “Wclk^SSt ^ss >ou," said Ivich "I shall kiss Irma " 
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“Do you really want to liss Ivicli darling?” said the 
girl, suipnsed and flattered 

Tes, come here, ’ she grasped her impenously by the 
ann 

The others drew bacl^ lootmg rather shocked, and 
someone said Looh here, Ivu;hi 'in a gently remonstia 
ti\c tone. The handsome, dark haired gentleman was 
watching her with a thin lipped, diflly smil^ he was esh 
mating her Matbieu felt humfliated to this el^nt young 
man, Ividi was merely a victim, he undressed her with a 
hnoi^g sensual air, she was already naked to his vision, 
he had guessed the contours of her breasts and thighs, and 
the odor of her flesh Mathieu shook himself abruptly 
and walked towards Inch, feeling rather w^ at the knees 
hehad realized that he for the first time desired her, though 
httle to his aedit, through anoAer man s desire. 

Inch, after a good deal of attitudinizing, took the girl's 
head m both hands, kissed her on the lips, and then re- 
pulsed her violently 

"You smdl of cachous,” she said mdignaotly. 

Mathieu planted himsdf beside their tabic. 

“Ividi,” be said. 

She looked at him open mouthed, and he wondered if 
she recognized him Slowly she raised her left hand and 
held it out 

“So itfs you," she said. “Just l«>k at that ” She had tom 
oS her bandages Mathieu saw a reddish, sbeky scar, 
edged with little dabs of yellow pus 
“You’ve kept yours on,” said Ivich in a voice of dis- 
appomtment I forgot — you are a careful man ” 

“She tore it oS in spite of us," said the girl m a pleading 
tone. "Shes a Uttle devil" 

Ivich rose abruptly and looked darkly at Mathieu. 
"Take me away from here. I feel degraded.” 

'The young people looked at each other 
“We haven t bWn making her dnnk, you know,” said 
the bearded youth to Mathieu "Actually, we have tned to 
stop her " 

True enougli,” said Ivich with disgust "Children's 
nurses — that s wlut Uicyare." 
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“Except me, Ivich,” said the handsome dancer. “Except 
me.’' 

He looted at her with an air of secret understanding- 
Ivich turned to him and said: "Except this fellow, and be s 
a cad ” 

“Come along,” said MatUea quietly. 

He put an arm round her sbomdeis and diesv ha away; 
behind him rose a hum of consternation. - -- 

Halfway upstairs Ivich began to droop. 

“Ivichl” he pleaded. 

She shook her curls mirtlifully. "I want to sit down 
right here,” she said. 

‘Tleasc!” 

Ivich began to gurgle and pulled her slirt up above her 
knees. 

“I xvant to sit dosvn rfeht here." 

Mathieu gripped her by the waist and dragged her out. 
When they were m the street he let her go; she had not 
resisted. She blinked and looked sullenly about her. 

“Do you want to go back to your pbcc?" suggested 
Mathieu. 

“Nol" said Ivich emphatically. 

“Would you like me to take you to Boris’s?” 

“He isn't there,” 

‘AV^ere is he?” 

“God Imows.” 

“Tlien where do you want to go?” 

“How should I know? It’s for you to say, you took me 
away.” 

hiathicu pondered for a moment. 

“All right," he said. 

He gave her an arm as far as the taxi, and said. “Twelve 
rue Hujghcns." 

“I'm taking you home wth mc^” he said. “You can he 
down on my sofa, and I'U^kc you some tea.” 

Ivich did not protest. Slie climbed stiffly into tlie cab 
and collapsed on ^^ns. 

“iVnythW shewasltwi 

“I’m ill ” she said. 

“I’U tcli him to stop at a drugstore,” said Mathieu. 

“Nol” she said, violenUy. 
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“Then lie bad: and shut jour ejes,” said Mathieu, “wc 
shah soon be there.” 

Inch groaned a httle. Sudddenly her face turned green, 
and she leaned out of the window. Mathieu saw her small 
flua back shaken by gusts of vormfang. He reached out a 
hand and quietly grasped the latch of the door, he was 
afraid that it mi^t swing open. In a few moments the 
foughing stopped. Mathieu drew back quickly, took out 
his pip^ and filled it with an abstracted air Ivich col- 
lapsed once more on the cushions, and Mathieu put his 
pipe back in his pockcL 

“Here we are,” he said. 

Ivich sat up with an eSort. "I (cel so ashamedr she said. 

Mathieu got out fint and held out his arms to her But 
she pushed him aside and jumped bnskly out on the 
pavement. He humedly paid the chauffeur and tum^ 
twards her She was watdiing him with a noncommittal 
wr, a faint, sour reck of vomit came from her dehcate 
mouth, h^thieu inhaled it ecstatically. 

"Are you feeling better?” 

“I'm sober now," said fvich gloomily. “But my head's 
throbbing.” 

Mathieu made her walk slowly upstairs. 

“Every step I take seems to go through my head," she 
said With a hostile air On the third landing she stopped 
for a moment to recover her breath. 

“Now I remember everjlhing." 

‘Tvichl” 

"Evcrjthmg. I’ve been tiaiLng about with those brutes 
and making an exhibition of myself And I — I fiunked the 

PCB" 

“Come along,” said Mathieu. '‘There’s only one flight 
more.” 

They walked on in silence. Suddenly Ivich said. "How 
did you find me?” 

Mathieu bent down to insert the key in the lock 

“I was lookmg fox you,” he said, "and then I met R©. 
nata.” 

Ivich muliered behind his back: “I was hoping all Ibc 
tune tliat you would come.” 

“In J^ou go," said hlalhieu, standing on one side. She 
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brushed against him as she passed, and he longed to tal^e 
her in his arms i ^ 

Inch tottered as she entered the room Slie looked 
around her dreanly 

‘ So this IS where you hvrf“ , . 

“Yes,” said Mathieu It was the first time that she had 
come to his flat H e looked atJiis gr een leathCT annchms 
and his wnfang table He saw them with Inch’s ejes, and 
he waFashamed of them ^ 

“There’s the sofa,’ he said ‘ Now you must he dowiu 
Inch flung herself On the sofa without a word. 
“Would you like some tea?” 

“I m cold,” said Inch 

Matbieu fetched his coverlet and folded it over her 
legs Inch shut her eyes and laid her head on a cushion. 
Slie was m pain, there were three vertical wrinkles from 
her forehead to Uie root of her nose. 

“Would you like some tea?” 

She did not answer Mathicu picked up the clcclnc 
kettle and went to fill it at the sink faucet In the pantiy 
he found a stale half lemon, with the nnd dned up and 
the pulp congealed, but he thought that by squecang « 
very hard he could extract a drop or two of )uice He put 
it on a tray, with two cups, and came back mto the room. 
“I ve put the water on to boil ' 

Inch did not answer she was asleep Mathieu drew a 
chair op to the sofa and sat down very quietly Inch s 
three wnnklcs had vanished, her forehead was smooth and 
clean she was smiling, with eyes dosed How young she 
isl” he thought. He had set all his hopes upon a child She 
looked so h^t and fragile lying on the sofa She could 
give no help to anyone on the contrary, she would have 
to be helped to cany on her own life And Mathieu could 
not help uCT Ivich would go off to Laon she would vege* 
rate there for a winter or two, and then some man would 
come along— a young nun— and take her off Tor my 
part, I shall many Marcclle." hlathieu got up and bptoed 
out to see if the water ^ boiling, tlien returned and sat 
down again beside luch, ^ look^ tenderly at tlut httle 
sick, soSk body, stm so fine m slumbei; he realized Uiat 
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he loved Ivich, and was suipnsed Love was not some- 

dimg to be felt, not a parbculai emotion, n or ^et a pa r* 
shade ot fee)in^]r tvni fnmpt) tnoTe~hlce a lowering 
^tse on_the honzQnf~a precutror of disaster. The water 
to bubble m the and l«ch opened her ejes. 
"ni mate you some tea/’ said Mathieu "Would you 
some?” 

’Tea?” said Ividi widi an air of perplexity "But you 
don’t know how to make tea ” With the 0at of her hand 
she drew her curls back over her cheeks and got up, tub- 
bing her eyes ' Give me the package," she said “I’ll make 
you some Russian tea Only I slull want a samovar ” 

“I’ve only got a kettle^” said Mathieu, handing her the 
package of tea 

"Oh dear, and it’s Cq^lon tea Well, it can't be helped ” 
She husied heisdf over Uie kettle. "Wiete’s the teapot? ' 
' Sorry,” said Mathieu And hp ran to fetch the teapot 
from the kitchen ” 

‘Thank you.” 

She still looked rather glum, but a little more ammated. 
She poured the water into the teapot and then came back 
and sat down 

“We must let it stand,” she said 
A silence followed, then she went on "I don’t like your 
apartment” 

‘ So I thought,” said Mathieu "If you are feding a bit 
better, we might go out” 

“Where to?" said Inch “No,” she went on, "I'm glad 
to be here. All those caf^s were revolving round and 
the people are a nightmare It's ugly here, but it’s quiet 
Couldn t you draw the curtains? "What about lighting that 
httle lamp? ' 

Mathieu got up He dosed the shutters and unhooked 
the curtain loops The heavy green curtains swung to- 
gether He lit uie lamp on his wnting table. 

“It s like night,” said Inch ddight^y 
She set her back against the sofa cu^ions “How nice 
this isl 1 fed as if tlie day were over I want it to be dark 
when I leave here, I’m afraid of going back into dajhght” 
"You can stay as long as you like, ' said Mathieu "No 
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one IS likely to come, and besides, if anyone does com^ 

we'UletthemnngwiAontqpeiunsthedoor lamenlirciy 

It was not true Marcclle was expecting Imn at 
o'clock. He said to himself other maliciously- Let tier 
wait ” 

“When are you leaving?” 

“Tomorrow Tliere’s a train at noon ” j wv 

Mathicu stood for a moment silent Then he said, caro 
fully controlling his voice “I'll go with you to ^e stabon 
“Nol" said Ivich "1 loathe being seen off, it alw'ays 
means a lot of feeble goodbys that stretch out lu-c 3 
length of in^rubber Besides, I shall be utterly oc* 
hausted” , . , 

“As you like,” said Mathieu. "Have jou telegraphed to 
your parents?" „ 

“No I — Boris wanted to, but I wouldn’t let him. 

“So you’ll have to tell them younclf." 

Ivich bent her head “Yes ” , t j 

A silence followed Mathieu looked at Jvjcb's bent bead 
and fragile slioulders he felt as though she were lea\ing 
him bit by bit ^ 

"So,” he said, "this is our last evening m the year 
* Hal” she said, with an itomc laugh— "in the jearl 
"Ivich,” said hlathieu, “you really ought not . . • 
the first place. I'll come and see you at Lnon ” 

“I won’t have it Everything connected with Laon is 
defiled" 

‘ Well, you will come back.” 

"No” 

‘There’s a course in November, your parents can't—” 
"You don’t know them." 

“No But they can’t possibly wreck your whole life to 
punish JOU for having f^ed in an cxammation ” 

“They won’t think of puiushmg me," said Ivich “It will 
be worse than that; th^ will ignore I sJiall simply 
fade out of their minds However, it’s what I dcsene,” she 
said passionately. "I’m not capable of learmng a job, and 
I would sooner stay at Laon all my Me than b^n the 
P CJJ all over again ’ 
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‘Don't say that,” said Klathica in alarm. “Don't resign 
yourself already. You loathe Laon.” 

“Indeed jes, I loathe it,” she said with clenched teeth 
Mathieu got up to get the teapot and the cups Suddenly 
the blood surged into his face; he turned towards her and 
murmured without looking at her 
“Look here, Ividi, you’re going off tomorrow, but I give 
TO my word that you 11 come back At the end of October, 
Unto then I II see what can be done " 

'You’ll see what can be done? ' said Ividi with weary 
wtonishmenb, “but there’s nothing to be done I tell you 
I'm mcapable of learning a job ” 

Mathieu turned his eyes to her doubtfully, but did not 
feel reassured How was he to find words tliat would not 
OTitate her? 

“That's not what I meant to say . . If— If you had 
hcen wilhng to let me help you—" 

Inch still looked as if she did not understand 
Mathieu added “I shall have a little money ” 

Ivich gave a sudden start “So that’s it,” she said And 
she addM curtly ‘Quite impossible.” 

‘Not at all," said Mathieu warmly “It's not by any 
means impossible. Listen dunng the vacation I shall put 
a htUe money on one side. Odette and Jacques invite me 
every year to spend August at Uicir villa at Juan Ics-Pms 
1 have never been there, but I must accept some time. I’ll 
go this ) car, it will amuse me, and I shall save money . . 
Don’t refuse offliand,” he said eagerly, "it would just be 
a loan ” 

He stopped Ivich sat huddled on the sofa and was 
looking nitlicr malcvolcnUy up at him 
‘ Don’t look at me like that, Ivich " 

“I don t know how I’m lookmg at you, but I know I’ve 
got a hcadadie,” said Ivich peevishly She dropped Iiu 
eyes and added “I ought to go home to bed " 

“Ivich, do please listen I II find live money, you shall 
Uve m Pans— now don t say no I beg you not to refuse 
witliout thinking it over It an't inamvancnce you m 
live least vQU will pay me back when you arc e-ming 
your hvitvg “ 
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Ivich sbru^ed her ^loiildei^ and Mathk« . 
eagerly: “Very well then, Boris shall repay me. ^ 

Ividr did not answer, she had buned her head m aer 
hands. Mathicu remained planted in front of her, angry 
and distrau^t. 

‘'Ivichl" , , 

She was stiU sflent He fdt like taking her by the cbm 
and forcing her head up. 

“Ivich, you must answer me. Why don’t you answer 
me?” • j 

Ivich was sflent. Mathica begin to pace up and down 
the room. He ftou^t: “She will accept I shan t let her^ 
before she aaepts. I — I’ll do tutoring, or correct proofs. 

“Ivich,” he said, “you are please to tell me why jw 
won’t accept” It was sometimes possible to wear 
down: the method was to hany her with questions eacn 
pitched in a different ^ 

“Why vmn’t you accept?” he said. "Say why jou wont 
accept.'^ , , ^ 

Ivich at last murmured, without lifting her bead: i 
won't accept your money.” 

“Why? You accept your parents’ money wOlingly 
enough.” 

"Ihat isn’t the same thing.” 

"It certainly isn’t the same You have told m* * 
hundred times that you detest them.” 

“I have no reason for accqiting your money.” 

“Have yoQ any reason for accepting than?” 

“I don’t want people to be genaoui to said Ividi- 
"When ifs my father, I don’t need to be grateful.” 

“Ivich," crial Mathioi, “what sort of pnde is this? You 
haven't right to wreck your life for a matter of dignity. 
Tliink of the life you will lead down there. You will regret 
every day sod every hour that you refused.” 

Ivich’s face became convulsed. “Let me go,” she said, 
"let me go ” And she added in a low, house voice: “Wlut 
a torment itu not to be lichl It gets one into such abject 
situations.” , 

"But 1 don’t undenund you,” said Malhicu quleUy. 
“You told me last month that money was wmclhlns vile 
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to one shouldn’t bother about You said 50U didn’t care 
'^T from provided jou had some” 

shoulders Mathicu could no longer 
^an^ng but the top of her head and a patch of nech 
the curls and the collar of her blouse. The neck 
than the skin of her face. 

^Didn t you say that? * 

allow you to give me money” 
a^eu lost pahence "Oh, so it’s because Fm a man,” 
he^^d,wth a sharp laugh 
‘ hw your pardon?" said Iwch 
T at him wth cold avcnion ‘That's offensive 

W of sudi a thing — and I certainly wouldn’t 

tot worry me. I don’t even imagine — ” 

''oll« tlien Thmk for tlie first bme in your hfe 
^ absolutely free you could live where you 
’ could do exa^y as you pleased You once told 
^ degree in philosophy Well, 
Dons and I would help you ” 
j '^y do you want to do all this for me? Fve never 
ooe anything for you I — 1 ve always been bomd to you, 
now you re taking pity on roe ” 
not takmg pi^ on you ” 

"^en why do you offer me money?” 
htathieu hesitated, then he said turning away "I can’t 
endure the idea of not seeing you again ” 

A silence fell, then Ivich said m a faltenng voice "You 
“~Jou mean that your — motive for offering me the money 
>s a selfish one?” 

"Purely selfish,” said Mathicu curtly "I want to see 
you again, that’s all ” 

He turned nervously towards her She was looking at 
him with eyebrows uplifted and parted bps, then suddenly 
her tense mood seemed to xdax 
"Perhaps I will,” she said with mdifference. "In that 
case. It’s your affair, well see After all. you are nght it 
doesn't matter whether the money comes from here or 
dscwherc." 

Mathicu drew a deep breath * I’ve done it,” he thought 
But he did not Icel much idiocd Ivich retamai her sul 
len look. 



"How arc j-ou going to get your jparenU to ^•allow aJ 
tlih?" he ailed, by way of comnutting her ixA furtlici. 

“I'll say JomcUiiog or other,” said Inch irOgueif* 
‘nijc/ll Wieve me or they won't What docs it ^tta, 
aince tiicy won't be raying out any more money?" 

She hung her head gloon^y. “I shall baic to go Mcx 
home," she said. 

Mathieu did his best to mask hij uritation. "But you 
will be returning here." 

“Oh,” slie said, “tliafs all In the air. f say no, i say 
but I don’t really beUeve in it at alL Its too ^otc. 
^Vhercar I know I shall be in Laoa tcoiorrowncnmg. 

She touched her throat and said; “I fed it there. I must 
go and pack soon. It will take me all m’gliL" . ^ 

She got up. ‘The tea must be ready. Come and dnnk it. 

She poured tlic tea into the cups. It was as black as 
coffee. 

"ni write to you," said Mathieu. 

"ril wnlc too," she sai^ “but I shall have nothing to 

say." 

•Tou can describe your housev and your room. I should 
like to be able to iinacme you thoe." 

"Oh, not" slic Slid. “I wouldn’t care to talk about aH 
that It’s quite enough to have to live thera" 

Mathieu thought of the curt little letters that Boris sent 
to Lola. But it>vas only for an instant; he looked at Ivich's 
hands, ha crimson, pomted and he thought: “I shall 

see hw again.” 

“What strange teal” said Ivich, putting ha cup down. 

Mathieu started: Uierc was a nng at the front-door bell 
He said nothing: be hoped tiut Ivich had not heard. 

"Wasn’t that a zing at the bcUf ” she asked. 

hlathicu laid a finga on bis lips. "We said just now that 
we wouldn't open the door," he whispered. 

“Ob, but you roiut — ^you roust" said Ivich in a high 
.voice. “Perhaps it’s important, open the door, quick." 

Mathieu made bis way to the door, thinking: “She hates 
Uie idea of any sort of bond between us.” He opened the 
door just as Sarah was about to nng a second time. 

“Good afternoon," said &iah. quite out of breath. “You 
do keep me on the go The little Minister told me you had 
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tel^honed, and here I am, I didn’t even stop to put on a 

hlathieu looked at her with alann arrayed in an ap- 
palling apple-green dress, hughing with all her canous 
teeth, her hair in disorder, beaming with unwhole- 
some kindness, she reeked of catastrophe. 

Good afternoon,” he said cheerfully “I’ve got some- 
one--*' 

Sarah pushed him amicably aside and craned her head 
over his shoulder 

"Who is It?” she asked with greedy cunosity ‘ Ob, it’s 
Ivicb Sergume. How ate you?” 

Ivicb got up and made a sort of bow She looked rather 
put out So, mdeed, did Sarah Ivich was tlie only person 
whom Sarah could not stand 

‘How dreadfully thin you arel" said Sarah “I'm sure 
you areat eating enough, you don’t look after yourself" 

Mathieu confronted Sai^ and eyed her fiiedlyr Sarah 
began to laugh 

‘There’s Mathieu looking very sternly at me," she said 
With a hvely laugh "He won t have me talk to you about 
diet,” She turned towards Maliueu “I came back late," 
she said ‘ Waldmann ivas not to be found anywhere. He 
hasn’t been three weeks lo Pans, and he’s already mvolved 
m all sorts of shady aSaits It was s« o'clock before I 
could get hold of bun " 

‘How kmd you ate, Sarah — ^I'ro truly grateful,” said 
Mathieu And he added bnsUy “But well talk about all 
tiiat later on Will you ba%c a cup of tea?” 

“Indeed, no I can t even sit down," she said, “I must 
dash along to the Spanish bookshop, they want to see me 
urgently, there s a fnend of Gomez who has }ust amved m 
Pans " 

•Who is It?” asked Mathieu, by way of gaining time. 

“I don’t yet know I was merely told a fnend of Gomez 
He comes from Madrid " 

She affectionately at Mathieu There was a look 
of agonized kindness in her qcs 

"My poor Matliieu, 1 « got some bad news for you he 
refuses * 

“Ilml * But all the same Mathieu did bnng himself to 
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sny You would Ido! a wo^ "■'* 
doubt? 


“Hotawned --r* " 


him 'Oh, Its hardly wo* wimj r'LTddS’mawice 

h3%c almost nothing to tdl you Andshe ^ j 

that vibrated witli mystery I jnust be at 

could No.hmg_do.ng mp^anin qu^oumus 


could Notnmg Going » 

his place tomorrow morning, with *c mon^ talkaboot 
All right Well. It can t be helped, don t lets tau^ 


It any more, said garah was anxious to 

He stressed the last words, but saran waa 


’"^fd.‘d'Sc^t&d-; rmpW h^ to agreo Hs 

sard 'Is she a Jewess?' I sard no Tl.cn he am 


i ‘Is she a Jcvtcss? I said no men « 
gne credit If she waists 


dit It sue wants my • 

OUleI^wse, there are plenty of clim« m r s 
- ,eu heard the sofa_creak behind h«s 


Matlueu heard the sota creaK oemnu ^ 

continued He said f’'®. ou know, I can 

made us suffer too mudi And it s t^ > jj, 

almost understand Ins altitude He t believe 

Vienna, and Uie conc^tiatioit camps „at 

Her voice almost failed her iney wc 


*^lhe paused, and a heavy 
continued sliaking her head So what will y 
{ don t know 

Vou ate not thinking of— ,, , jj 

"Yes said Mathieu gloomily 1 imagine it wall en 

My dear hfathicu ’ said Sarah with cniohon 
He looked at lier coldly, and she, embarrassed, said n 
more- he observed something hke a gleam of awareness 
kindle in her eyes 

Very well Uicn she said after a moment or two i 
must run away Ring me up tomorrow morning witliout 
fail ! shall want to know 

I will said Mathieu Good by Sarah 

Pood by Ivich darling cned Sarah from the door 

noorlbwM**”"' 

vXen Sarah had gene, Mathieu » cut on pacing up and 
do™ the room Hcw»‘»M 
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' “That good creature,” he said with a laugh, “is a hurri- 
cane. She comes ui like a squall of wind, flings evciytlung 
on the floor, and then uhtih out again,” 

Inch said nothing. Mathieu laiew she would not answer. 
He came and sat down beside her and said, with averted 
“Ivich, I’m going to many Marcelle.” 

There was a further silence. Mathieu looked at the 
heavy green curtains that masked the window He was 
bred. He bent his bead and went on, by way of erplana? 
hon: 

"She told me two days ago that she was pr^anL" 

The words emerged with diflScully. He id not venture 
to fem towards Iwdi, but be knew sw was lookmg at him. 

wonder why you tell she said in a frozen voice, 
^esc are your afFairs.” 

Mathieu shrugged his shoulders and said; “You knew 
she was—” 

"Your mistress?" said Ivich disdainfully. "I bad better 
tw you that I don’t pay much attention to that sort of 
She hesitated, and then said, with a listless air: “I 
don't see why you should assume that devastated look. If 
you ms^ her, it’s presumably because you want to. 
Otherwise from what I har, there are all sorts of ways—’* 

"I haven’t any money,” said Mathieu. “I have tned to 
raise same eceq-whece. , . 

"So that’s why you asked Boris to bonow five thousand 
francs from Lola^’ 

"Ah, you know? I didn't— well, jes, if you like^ it was 
for that” 

Ivich said in a toneless \oicc: “How sordidl” 

“Yes.” . . ^ 

"Anyway, it doesn’t concern me," said Ivich. "You ought 
to know what you're about” 

She drank up hex tea and asked; "What tune is it? ' 

"A quartet to nine.” 


Mathieu went to the window and lifted the curtain. A 
murky light still filtered through the shutters. 


“Not quite. 

"Oh well, never mind.” said Ivich, getting u{^ “I shall 
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go all the same Tve got all my packing to do ” she said m 
a tone of lamentation 
“Well— good by,” said Mathicu. 

He felt no desiie to detam her. 

“Good by” 

“I shall see you again m October?” 

It came out unawares Ivicli ^ve a violent start 
“In October!” she said with flashing e)es "In October! 
No indeed!” She b^n to laugh. "Eiccuse me,” she said, 
“but you look so odd. I never really thought of taVang your 
money you will need all you have to start housekeeping 
“Ivich!” said Mathieu, graspmg her arm. 

Ivich uttered a ciy and shook his hand off. 

“Let me go,” she said. “Don’t touch me ” 

Mathieu dropped hia arms He felt a desperate anger 
nsmg up within him. 

“I suspected something of the land,” Ivich went on 
breathlessly “Yesterday rooming— when wu had the wi 
pertinence to touch ro^I said to myself: that’e the way 
a mamed man behaves ” , 

■ '‘'hut’s enough," said Mathieu roughly. "You needn t 
say any more. I understand " 

There she stood, face to face with him, red ivith angCT» 
an insolent smile upon her lips, he was afraid of himself. 
He thrust her aside, flung him^f out of Uie apartment, 
and slammed the front door behind hun. 


CHAPTER XVI 


You know not how to love, you know not hoW. 

In vmn I love you so. 

T hz Three Musketcen caK gleamed through the hi 
tenng dusk with all its lights ablaze A desultory 
CTQwd had assembled on the terrace outside Soon the 
lummox network of the night would be stretched above 



Pan^ these people were waitmg for the niglit, listening 
to the band, and looking happy enough as &ey gathered 
grat^Ily round this first red glimmer o£ the mght to 
come, hfathieu kept well away from this lync crowd the 
chana of the ei emng was not for him 

You know not how to love, you know not how 
And you will never know 

A long, straight street Behind him, in a green room, a 
little malevolent consaousness obdurately rqiulsed him 
Before him, in a pink, room, a motionless woman awaited 
him With a smile of hope. In an hour s time he would walk 
softly into that pink room and gradually become enmeshed 
by all the gentle hope, the grahtude and love that he 
would find there. Men have downed themselves for less 
than that 

"Look out, you damo foolt'’ 

Mathieu fiuog himself forward to av-oid the car; he 
topped against the pavement and found bumelf on the 
ITOuad He had fallen on hu hands. 

*‘God damn it alll ' 

He mt up, with smarting palms Gravely he contem 

f lated his muddy hands the nght one was quite black and 
ruised, the left was aching badly; his bandage was spat 
tcred with mud "That's the last straw, he murmunrf 
solemnly 'That’s the last straw *' He pulled out his pocket 
handkerchief, wetted it in his mouth, and rubb^ the 
palms of his bands with a Lind of odd solicitude; be felt 
like shedding tcan There followed a moment of suspense, 
m which be looked himsdf over with amazement. Then 
he bunt out lauglung He laughed at hunsclf, at MarceUc, 
at at his own ndiculous clumsiness, his life, his 
shabby passions, he recalled lus former hona and lauded 
at them too, b^use they had culminated in this, in (his 
solemn personage who had bmi on the point of shedding 
tears because he had fallen down he looked at hunsclf 
with no sort of shame, with a cold mtense amusement; 
and he thought *To thuUt I used to take mjsclf scnously " 
*1110 laughter stopped after a frw final gasps them was 
no One left to laugh 
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Empty space. The body started off again, heavy and 
hot, mth tremors and flushes of anger assailing the throat 
and stomach But no one inhabited that body now The 
streets were emptied as though thar contents had been 
pouted dovtH a sink, something that awhile ago had filled 
them had been swallowed up The usual objects were sbll 
there, intact, but they had all become disrupted, they hung 
down from the sky hke enonnous stalactites, or towered 
upwards like fantastic dolmens All their usual httle ap* 
peak, thar shnll cicada<hiipmgs, had vanished into thm 
air and were silent A man s future had once challenged 
them, and they met it with a scatter of diverse temptations 
That future was dead 

The body turned to the right and plunged into a lumi 
nous haze at the far end of a noisome cleft, between ice- 
blocks streaked by intermittent flashes Dark masses 
creaked as they crawled past At the level of the e>es 
swung a line of furry flowers Between these flowers, m 
the depths of tlie crevasse, glided a transp«cncy that con 
tcmplated itself with frozen fury 
‘ 1 U eo and get itS ’ 'Die world resumed its shape— a 
DOisv, bustling world, of cars and people and shop* 
windows Mathieu discovered himself m the middle of 
the me du D^art But it was no longer the same world, 
nor quite the same Mathieu At the far end of the world 
beyond the buildings and the streets, there was a closed 
door He searclicd in hu pocketbook and produced a key 
Yonder the dosed door, hae the small flat key Uicse were 
the sole objects m Um world, between tliem, nothing but 
a medley of obstacles and distances “In one hour Tlicrc s 
time for me to walk.” One hour just time to get to the 
door and open it, beyond that hour Uicrc was nothing 
Mathieu walked with a measured stndc, inwardly at peace, 
intent upon evil and yet unpertur^ Suppose Lola had 
stayed m bed? He put the ley back into his pocket and 
said *‘OhwcU,itcantbchclp«I I should take the money 
justlhc same." 

The lamp shone dimly Neat the atbc window, between 
Uic photos of Matlaic Diclnch and of Robert Taylor, 
bung an advertiscmcnt-calcDdai bcaniie a small and 



rather tarnished minoT Damd approached it and, bend 
ing down a httl^ set about retying the hnot of his necktie; 
be was in a hurry to get himself dressed In the muror, 
b^md him, almost e&ced by the half-darkness and the 
white discolorations on the minor, he could see Ralph’s 
haggard, harsh profile, and his hands began to tremble 
he longed to squeeze that thm neck with its protuberant 
Adam's apple and feel it crack beneath bis fingers Ralph 
turned his head towards the glass — ^he did not know that 
Darnel was looking at him — and eyed him with a queer 
ctptession ‘ He’s looking positively murderous," diought 
Darnel with a shiver — almost, m tict, almost a shiver of 
enjoyment — he’s hurt m his httle masculine pnd^ be 
hates me.” He took time over knottmg his tic. Ralph was 
still looking at him, and Daniel was enjoying the natied 
tiiat muted diem, a rejuvenated hatred that seemed to 
date back twenty years, a veritable possession he felt the 
purer for it ‘ One day a fellow like that will come and 
knock me out from bound ” The youthful face would ex 
pasd m the mirTor, and that would be the end— the in 
famous death that was hts due. He swung sudde^y 
around, and Ralph promptly lowered lus eyes The room 
was a furnace. 

"You haven t got a towel? ' 

Darnel s hands were moist 

*There may be one m the water jug " 

In the water jug there was in fact a duty towel Darnel 
Wiped his hands carefully 

There has never beeri any water in that water jug. You 
don’t appear to wash much, alher of you.” 

"We wash under the faucet m the passage" said Ralph 
m a surly tone. After a pause be added It's more con- 
vement’ 

He slipped on his shoes, sittmg on the edra of the truckle 
bed, his toiso bent and his right knee raised Darnel looked 
at the shm back, and the young muscular arms piotrud 
mg from the short-sleeved Lacoste shut he has charm," 
he thought dispassionately But he loathed tliat very 
charni. In an instant he woi^ be outside, and all tbs 
^uld be over But he knew what awaited him outside. 
Just as he was putting on bs pdmt he hesitated, bis shoul- 
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ders and chest were bathed m sweat, he reahzed with 
annoyance that the wei^t of the wat would make his 
linen shirt stick to hu d^p fiesb 
"It’s disgustingly hot in here," he said to Ralph 
“We're nght under the roof 
‘ What tune is it?” 

“Nine o’clock. Just struck." 

Ten houn to loll b^ore daylight He could not go to 
bed after that sort of episode, it always upset him much 
more if he did Ralph looked up 
‘ I wanted to ask you. Monsieur Lahque— was it you 
who advised Bobby to go back to bis druggist?” 

“Advised? No I told him he was a fool to have walked 
out on him ” 

“Ahal That’s not the same thing He came and told me 
this morning that he was going to apologize, that it was 
you who wanted him to, but he dido t look as though he 
was telling the truth ” 

“I don't want him to do anything,” said Daniel, “and I 
certainly didn't tell hun to apologize." 

They both smiled contemptuously Daniel was on the 
point of putbng on hts lacket, but his heart failed him 
' I said do as you like, ' said Ralph, bending down agam 
“It's not my business If that’s what Monsieur Lahque ad- 
vised — ^but I see what it is now ” 

He tugged savagely at the lace of his left shoe 
‘ I shan t say anythmg to him," said he, “he’s hke that, 
he can’t help telling lies But there’s one chap I swear 111 
catch by the short hairs.” 

"The druggist? ’ 

“Yes Not the old one. The young chap ” 

"The assistant? ’ 

"Yes That’s the brute You know what he said about 
Bobby and me Bobby can’t haic much pnde to go back 
to that hole. Mark my words, 1 11 be waiting for that chap 
one evening when he leaves the shop " 

He smiled an evil smile, m en)oyment of his own anger 
‘ 1 11 just stroll up with my hands in my pockets and a 
nasty look m my eye. 'You recognize me, do you? Good! 
NVhat's tins you’se been saying about me, eh? NVhat have 
joa been sajnng about me?* And the diap will answer ‘I 
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didn’t say anything I didn’t say anything ’ ’Oh, didn t 
youl’ Then a jab in the stomach that’ll knock him o\er, 
and I’ll jump on him and bash his mug against the pave- 
ment” 

Daniel eyed him with uomcal disfavor; he thought 
"Thq'’re all alike ” All Except Bobby, who was a female 
Afterwards they always talk^ about smashing someone’s 
face. Ralph was becoming exated, his eyes were gleaming 
and bis ean were scarlet, he felt impellra to make abrupt 
and vivid gestures Damd could not resist the desuc to 
humiliate him sbll further 

“But perhaps he’ll kood: you out" 

“Ha? ’ jeer^ Ralph “Let him come along You’ve only 
got to ask the waiter at the Oriental, he’ll tell you A chap 
about thirty with tremendous arms. He said he was going 
to throw me out” 

Daniel smiled offensively “And >ou just ate bun up, of 
course." 

“Ask anyone you hke,” said Ralph indignantly “There 
Kcre about ten of them looking on Tou come outside’ 
I said to him There was Bobby and a big chap, I’ve seen 
}ou with hun—Oorbin, works at the slaughterhouse. So 
he went out ‘Want to teach a grown mao how to behave, 
^?’ says he to roe So I let him have it I socked hun one 
m the eje to begin with and then when he came ^ck for 
another, jabbed him with oiy elbow Just like that Flat on 
the nose." He had got up and began to munic the episodes 
of the encounter He swung around, displaying his firm 
small buttocks under hts tight fitbng blue trousers Daniel 
was seized by an access of rage and longed to knock him 
down ‘ He was pissing blood,” continued Ralph, “so I 
grabbed his legs and tipped him over And my mend, the 
grown man, didn't know where he was when I’d done with 
him ’’ 

He paused, malevolent and swollen with pnde, shelter 
mg now behind his deed of glory He looked hke an insect 
"I Wish I could kfll him” thouglit Daniel He did not really 
believe these stones, but it none the less humiliated him 
to think that Ralph bad locked down a man of thirty. 
Hebegan to laugh. 

Mind how jou throw your weight about,” he said 
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slowly. "Youll get what’s coming to yw one of Uicse 

I don't throw my wci^t about,'* he said, "but it isnt 
the big chaps I’m afraid of** 

‘ So," said Daniel, ' jou aren't afraid of anyone^ di? rsot 


of anyone?” „ , 

Ralph flushed 'The big diaps aren’t the strongest, he 
said 


"And what about tou? Let’s see how strong you ar^ 
said Daniel, pushing rum "just lets see.” 

Ralph stood for a moment with his mouth open, then 
his eyes glittered. , 

"As it’s you, I don't mind For fun, of course, he said 
in a sihflant soice. "And no dirty business Von won t get 
the best of it” 

Daniel grabbed him by the belt "I’ll show you, baby 
mine.” 

Ralph was lithe and sinewy; his muscles np^cd under 
Damds hands They wresU^ m silence, and Damd b^ 
gan to pant, he figured himself somehow as a tall fdlow 
wearing a mustache. Ralph finally managed to lift him on 
his feet but Danid thrust both hands into his face, and 
Ralph let go They stood confronting each other, each 
With a venomous smile upon his face. 

‘ So you would, would youJ” said Ralph in a strange 
voice He made a sudden dash at Darnel with his head 
down Danid dodg<^ his head and grabbed him by the 
back of the neck He was alteady out of breath ^Iph 
did not look in the least bred They dindied again and 
began to revolve in the middle of the room. Damd was 
aware of a sour and feverish taste at the back of his mouth 
I must finish him off or hcU do me la” He pushed at 
Ralph with all his strength, but Ralph resutea Danid 
was possessed by a manucal fury as he thought “1 
making a fool of myself” He bent down suddemy, seized 
Ralph by the small of hu bad:, lifted him, flung him on 
the bed, and with the same impulse fell on top of him 
Ralph stru^led and tnoj to scratch, but Damd seized 
his vrasts and hdd them down on the boUter Thus they 
temamed for several moments Damd was too ediausted 
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to get up Ralph, lay immcn^ble and helpless, wth the 
weight of a man — another gnnvn man — Battening him out 
“Well, who had the best of lljat?’ gasped Daniel 
“Who had the best of that my little fnend? ‘ 

Ralph promptly smiled and said slyly ‘Tou re a strong 
fdlow, hlonsieur Lahque ’ 

Daniel released him and rose to his feet He was out of 
breath and felt humiliated His heart was throbbing vio- 
lently 

“I used to be a strong fellow," he said “At the moment 
I can hardl> get my %vmd ” 

Ralph was on lus f«t. sUaightenmg his collar, and 
breathing naturally He tned to laugh, but be evaded 
Daniels ejes 

"Wind isn t what matters," he said generously ‘ It’s 
training ’ 

They both gnnned with an air of embarrassment 
Daniel longed to take Ralph by the throat and dash his 
hst into his face He slipped on his coat again, his shirty 
soaked as it was with sweat, stuck to hts skin 
"Well, he said, I must be off Good by " 

‘Good by. Monsieur Lalique” 

"Tve hidden something for jou in the room," said 
Daniel ‘Look for it carefull> and )Ou]l £nd it" 

The door closed Daniel walked rather unsteadily down- 
stairs Fust and foremost 1 must get a wash, ' he thought; 
“wash myself from head to foot ’ As he emerged into the 
street, a thought suddenly came upon him and brought 
bun up short he had shaved that morning before going 
out, and he had left his razor on the mantelpiece, wide 
open 

As he opened the door, Mathieu released the muffled 
tinkle of a bell ‘ 1 didn t notice it this morning" he 
thought I suppose they connect it up in the evening, 
after rune o clock ” He Sung a sidelong glance through the 
glass door of the office and saw a shadow there was some- 
one there He walked sedately up to the keyboard- Room 
21 The key was hanging from a nail Mathieu took it 
quid.ly and slipped it into his pocket, then turned and 
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approached the staircase A door opened bdimd his hack. 
“They’re going to stop me,” he thought. He was not afraid 
this had been foreseen 

116110 therel Where are you going? ' said a harsh voice. 
Mathieu turned It was a tall thm woman with eye- 
glasses She looked important and suspicious Mathieu 
smOcd at her 

Where are you gomg? ' she repeated ‘ Couldn't you 
inquire at the office? ' 

BoUvar ’The Negro s name was Bolivar ^ 

‘ I m going to see Monsieur Bolivar, on the third floor, 
said Mathieu quietly 

Ahl And why wac you nosing round the keyboard?" 
said the woman suspiciously 
‘ 1 was lookuig to see if his key was there. ’ 

“And isn t It? ' 

"No Hes in,” said Mathieu 
The woman went up to the board One chance m two 
"Yes," she said, with an an of disappointment and rfr 
hef "He s in ’ , 

Mathieu walked upstairs without replying On the third 
landing he stopped for a moment then he slipped the Yef 
into the lod; or number twenty-one and opened the door 
The room was plunged in datltoess A red darkness that 
smelt of fever and scent He locked the door behind him 
and went up to the bed At fint he hdd out his bands m 
front of him so as not to bump into anythmg, but he soou 
became accustomed to the dimness The bed was unmade; 
there were two pillows on the bolster, still hollowed by the 
weight of heads Mathieu knelt down by the suitcase and 
opened it; he was aware of a faint desire to be sick. The 
bills he had dropped that mormng had fallen on the 
packages of letters Mathieu took five- he did not want to 
steal anything for his own benefit "What am I going to do 
with the key? He hesitated for a moment and then de- 
cided to leave it in the lock of the suitcase. As he got up 
he noticed, at the far end of the room, a door that he had 
not seen that morning He went and opened it it was a 
dressingroom Mathieu struck a match and saw his fac^ 
gilded by the flame, appear m a minor He looked at him- 
self unUl the flame went ou^ then he dropped the match 



and went back into the bedxoom. He could now clearly 
distinguish the furniture, LoVs clothes, her pajamas, her 
dressing gpwn, her coat and sKtt, carefully laid out on 
chairs and suitcases; he laughed a curt, malicious laugh 
and went out 

The corridor was deserted, bat he could hear the sound 
of footsteps and laughter, there were people coming up- 
stairs. He half turned to go back into the room; but no: 
he did not in the least mind if he were caught He slipped 
the key into the lock and double-locked the door. When he 
stood up again, he saw a woman followed by a soldier. 
“It’s on the fourth floor," said the woman. 

And the soldier said: “It's a long way up." 

Mathieu let them pass and then went down. He re- 
flected with amusement that the hardest part was yet to 
come: the key would have to be replaced on the board. 

On the first floor he slopp^ and leaned over the ban- 
isters. The woman was standing in the entrance doorway, 
widiherba(^ towards him, and looking out into the street. 
Mathieu walked noiselessly down the last few stairs, hung 
the key on its nail, then tiptoed up again to the first land- 
ing, waited a moment, and marura heavily down the 
staircase. The woman turned, and he greeted her as be 
passed. 

“Good cverung, madamc.” 

“Evening," she mumbled. 

He went out, feeling the weight of the woman’s look 
upon his back, and he wanted to laugh. 

Dead the beast, dead the poison. He walks widi long 
strides, feelmg rather weak in the le^. He is afraid, his 
mouth is dry. The streets are too blue^ the air is too soft 
The flame runs along the fuse, with a band of powder 
the end of if. He dashes upstairs four steps at a time. 
He finds it difficult to put the key into the Jocl^ bis hand 
t L ' between his It^, they are afraid 

just now. Dead the beast. . . . 

The razor is there, on Ae mght-table, wide open. He 
by the handle and looks at it The handle is 
TT 1 is white. The flame runs along the fuse. 

te slips his 'finger down Ae rfge of Ae blade, he feels 
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at the hp of his finger the aad savor of a cut, he shuddcis 
it IS my liand tiiat must do it all The razor docs not heb, 
it lies inert, \vaghmg no mote than an insect m Uie hand 
He takes a few stqis into the room, loobng for support 
or for a sign Everything u inert and silent Table and 
chai^ are inert, aSoat in a mobonlcss light He alone 
IS erect, he alone aUve xn the oppressivdy blue light. 
Nothing will help me, nothing will happen The cats 
scratching in the btdiai He leans hand upon the 
table, it responds to his pressure with an equal pressure 
no more, no less Objects ate servile. Submissive. Subject 
to control Afy hand will do it all He yawns, from anguish 
and from boredom, but mainly from boredom He is alone 
upon the scene. Nothing unpeh him to decidey nothing 
stops him from domg so he alone must decide. His act 
IS purely negabve. That red flower between his leg^ 
it u not there, that red stain on the floor, if « not there He 
looks at the floor The Soot is an even, smooth eaqianse 
nowhere is there room for any mark. I sJwll be lying on the 
floor, inert, my trousers tom and sticky, the razor viU 
on the floor, red, lagged, and inert He is spellbound by 
the razor, by the if only he could picture them 
vividly enough— the red stam and the gash, vividly enough 
to bnng them into bemg wiUiout his having to commit 
that acL Pam — I can bear it. 1 long for it; 1 welcome it. 
But it s the act — that act He looks at the floor, then at the 
blade In vain the aii is soft; the room is softly hb 
razor gleams softly, weighs softly in bu hand An act, an 
act is needed, the moment rocks upon the fict drop of 
blood It is my hand, my hand that must do it all 
He goes to the window, he looks at the sky He draws 
the cuxtains wtb his left hand He swit^es on the light 
with his left hand. He transfers the razor to his left He 
talcK out his pocketbook and produces five thousand franc 
notes He takes an envelope from his desk and puts the 
money into the envelope. He wntes on the envelope “For 
M Delarue, 12 me Huy^iw He places the envelope 
conqjicuously on the table. He gets up, he walks, the beast 
IS lying close against his stoniacli, the beast is sucking at 
him, he can feel it Yes or no He is caught in the trap 
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He must deade He has all lu^t for doing so Alone m 
confrontaUon wth himself All night His nght hand re- 
covers the razor He is afraid of his hand, he watches it 
quite stiffat die extremity of his arm And he says "Nowl’ 
A little laughing shiver runs up him from the small of the 
rack to his neck, * Now— 6msh iH If only he could find 
himself wth ft« ibroai ait, as a man finds himself on his 
1^ in the morning, when the alarm lias sounded without 
knowing how he got there. But first that foul and filtliy 
act must be done, carefully and patiently he must undo 
his buttons The inertness of the razor passes mto his hand, 
into his arm A warm and hving body with an arm of 
stone Tlic huge arm of a statue, inert, frozen, with a razor 
at the tip of iL He loosens his gnp The razor falls on the 
table 

The razor is there, on the table, open Nothing has 
changed He can reach out a hand and pick it up The 
razor, inert still, will obc) There is >d: time; Uiere will 
be plenty of time, I have all night He walks across the 
room He doo not hate humelf, he now wants nothing, 
he IS adnft in a void The beast is there, betweoi his 
erect and ngid How loathsome! Well, my >ounc fn^d 
if It disgusts >t5u too much, the razor lies tliei^on the 
table. Dead the beast The razor The razor He 
walks round and round the table without tat-m g his mes 
off the razor Will noUiing stcqi me from pic^g jt up? 
Nothmg The room and all in it arc inert and quiet He 
reaches out a hand, he touches the blade. My hand wU do 
it alL He leaps back, opens the door, and dashe out on 
the staircase. One of lus cats darts wildly downstairs m 
front of him 

Daniel nn out into the street Up above, the door stood 
wide open, the lamp was still alight and the razor on tlie 
table the cats were pTOwhng about the dark stairway 
Tlicre was nothing to prevent mm from retracing his steps 
and going back. Ihe room was awaiting him, submissive 
to his will Nothing had been dcaded, noUiing cv er would 
be deaded He must nui, he must get away as far as p<^ 
sible, unincne himself in noise and light m ^ tlirong of 
people, he must become a man among bis fellows and 
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foot of 

^e waiter burned up 

^How clumsy of mel ' hmrofed Daniel witt a smile. 

»a-t=r Ife Ld 

and colto f^’^r^“;S‘el£““f- “P “■= '“lO'^ 

added“m .0^0!'? 'Va™„g,» he 

Sn" ‘^°”® fo”" »"a a sbce of 

Tie smell of gmgerfSbes «| I*::?;”!? 
"Ilianla ” 

The waiter had opened the bottle and cit-j at. 
glass Darnel diank a^ put theSdoJL 
he thought I knew I wouldnt do 
stndmg through the streets and dashwe un«^ f ^ 
f a tone, be Lew he would nouSlv& 
knew It when he picked up the laS h* i,S , 
for one second-wetchrftom^n 
AH that had happened was that, m the outc^^^ v® j 
succeeded m fnghtenmg himsdf and had 

He picked up his glass and gnpped it wiih all , 

he longed to loathe hunscif, he would never 

an opportunity “Beastl-cowani and 

For an msUnt he thought be would succS^ bu?^ 

these were mere words He oucht to have at,’ 

who It ^.as. he would have 

ment no matter whose, so tl »eri not hi Swn, not St 
gtetly scitonlempt. that nttctly futile, wcat\,o„hS 
^toutrapt, whrch seemed at erery^mo^rou S 
point of sett aniuhilapon, but alwaja survived If onlv 
someone Imew, it he corrld feel upon hmr afnArot 
someone else’, contempt -But Tnever shall 1 S 
‘‘“‘“I ta watch, S 
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Eleven o’cloctl He gave a sudden start. "Afathieu is 
with Matcelle She's talking to him- At this very moment, 
she IS taibng to him, she pots her arms round his 
and thinks !um deplorably slow in declanng himscU . . 
This too, I did It*’ He began to tremble all over, “he will 
give way, he will end by yielding I have wrecked his hfc." 

He had relinquished his glass, he was on his feet, stanng 
into vacancy, he cannot despise himself nor >et forget 
himself. He wishes he were dead and he eiosts, he ob- 
stinately maintains his own existence. He wants to be 
dead, he thinks he wants to be dead, he thinks that he 
thm^ he wants to be dead . . There ts a nvry . 

He had spoken aloud, the wait« hurried^p. 

“Did you call me?” 

“Yes," said Daniel, absent mmdedly. “That’s for your- 
self.” 

He threw a hundred francs on the table. ’There is a 
way. A way to settle everything He stood erect and 
walked bnsWy towards the door “An admirable way ” He 
laughed shortly, he was always amused when its found 
occasion to pby a little tnck upon himself. 


CHAPTER XVII 


M atjheo closed the door quietly, hftuig it slightly on 
Its hinges so that it should make no noise, then he 
set his foot on tlie first stq> of the staircase, bent down, 
and unlaced his shoes His chest was almost touching his 
knee He removed hu shoes, held them m his left han<h 
got up and laid his nght fend on the bamsten, looking 
upwards at the pa^® seemed to hover m 

tfe shadows. He passed no n»rc |uds.ncnls on Welt 
Slowly ho dimbcd op mW tolncss, licaduig caicfully 

'°Sdo'w P“>>c<i « opa. nic 
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loom smdt oppressive All the heat of die day had settled 
into its depths, lihe the lees m a bottle On die bed sat 
a woman watc^ng him widi a smile Marcelle. She had 
put on her elegant white dressing gown with the gilded 
cord, she was carefully made-up, and her expression was 
oiniposed and cheerful Mathicu shut the door behind 
him and stood motionless, his anns hanging loosely by his 
sides, the unbearable delict of mere oastence had caught 
him by the throat He uas there, he was finding his fulfill 
ment there, in the presence of this smdmg lady, immersed 
m this odor of sidoicss, candy, and love Marcelle had 
thrown her head back and was now surveying him ma 
liaoiisly through half-closed eyelids He returned her 
smile and deposited bis shoes in the nardrobe. A voice 
swollen with affection sighed at his back 
‘Darlmg” 

He turned abruptly around and leaned back against the 
wardrobe. 

‘ HeUol” he said m an undertone. 

Marcelle raised a hand to the levd of her temple and 
flickered her Angers ' Hello, hello! ' 

She ect up, came and put bee arms round his neck, and 
kissed him, slipping her tongue into his mouth She had 
darkened her eyelid 

‘TTou are hot,” she said, stroking his neck. 

She Took^ him up and down, her head tilted slightly 
bacl^ darting her tongue out between her teeth, with an 
air of vivacity and ]0y; she was bcautifuL Mathieu gloom- 
ily recalled Ivich’s emaciated plainness 

“You arc very gay,' be said Testerday, on the tele- 
phony you didn t sound as if things wcie going at all 
well” 

* No I was being silly But they arc going well enough 
today, \ery well mdeed, in fact " 

"Did you have a good night?" 

"I slept like a donnouse. ' 

She khsed him again, he felt upon his bps the ndi velvet 
of her mouth, and then that smooth, warm, darting nak^ 
ness— her tongue. Gently he disengaged himself Marcelle 
was naked under her dressing-gown, he could see her 
shandy breasts, and these wat a taste of sugar la her 
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mouth She took his hand and drew him towards the bed 

“Come and sit beside me ” 

He sat down at her side; She sbJI held bis band in ner% 
squeezing it with little avrtnvard jerks, and Matliieu ^ 
though tlie warmth of those hands was penetrating to nii 
armpits 

“It’s \ery hot m her^” he said , 

She did not reply, she devoured him with her e)CS, her 
lips were parted, and there was a humble and appealiDg 
look upon her face He shpped his left hand across 
stomach and stealthily felt in Ins right hand hip poda 
for his tobacco Marcelle nobced the hand m transit ana 
uttered a little cry 

“OhI What's the matter with your hand?" 

“I cut myself.” 

Marcelle let go Mathieu’s right hand and grabbed the 
other as it passed, she turned it o^e^ hke a panakc and 
looked at the palm 

'But your bandage is horribly dirty, vou'Jl get blew 
poisoningl And there’s mud on how did that get th«« 

"I fell down ’’ ,, 

She laughed a shocked, indulgent laugh “ ‘I cut tnjwr, 

1 fell down'l Silly boyl \V^l on earth liave >ou been up 
to? Wait a minute, I II put that bandage straight for jou, 
you can t go about like that ’’ 

She unbound Mathicu’s hand and nodded "It's a nasty 
wound, how did it happen? Ha%c you been fighting?" 

‘Of coune not It was yesterday escniug, at Uic Su 
matra ” 

“At the Sumatra?’' 


Droad, pale chccla, golden hair; tomorrow— tomorrow 
I'll do my hair like that to please you 
“It was some nonsense of Bons’j,” he rqihed "He had 
bought a dagger, and challenged me to stick it m niy 
band," 

-And you, of coune, p^ptly d.d so But you’re com- 
pletely dotty, my ^«bng. Uiese rotten fnends of 
yours will make an utter itoI of you if jiqu aren t careful 
look at tlut poor laragcd paw " 

Mathieu’s hand “)' «'«=* between her two buromrr 
handi, the wound looked iciwluve^ Bitj, 
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pulpy scab. Marcelle slowJy lifted the hand to the level o£ 
her fcice, looked at fixedly, then suddenly bent down and 
laid bei bps upon the >voimd m a transport of huimhty. 
“What can be the matter with her?” he wondered He 
drew her towards him and kissed her on the car. 

“Are jtju loving me?” ashed MarccUe. 

“Of course,” 

"You don’t look as if you were." 

Mathieu snulcd and did not answer. She rose and went 
to get her box of dressings from the wardrobe. She had 
her back to him, she was standing on tiptoe and lifting 
her arms to reach the top shelf, her sleeves had slipped 
down her arms Mathieu looked at the loi ely arms he had 
so often caressed, and ali the old desires awakened within 
him Marcelie came towards him with a sort of cumbrous 
briskness. 

“Give me jX)ur paw ” 

She had poured some alcohol on a small sponge and 
began to clean his hand He felt against his hip the ^nt 
glow of that too familiar body 

“Now lick thatr 

Marcelle held out to tum a bit of sdcking plaster. He 
put out his tongue and obediently licked the pink bans* 
patency Marcelle applied the patch of plaster to the skin, 
she ^en picked up the old bandage and held it for a 
momeit m her fingertips, it waUi amused disgust. 

“What am I do with this loathsome object? When >ou 
have gone, I'll go and throw it ja the rubbisli bin." 

She deftly bound up the hand with a length of clean 
white gauze. 

"So Bans challenged you, did he? And you made a mess 
of your hand You silly old boyl And did he do the same? ' 

“Not hc5 ’ said MaUnea. 

Marcelle laughed “So he made a pretty sort of fool of 

had stuck a safety pin in her mouth, and was tear- 
ing the gauze witli both hands She said, compressing her 
bps on the pm “Was Ividi there?” 

“When 1 cut mysclfT' 

“Yes” 

“No She was dancing with Lola " 
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Marcelle stuck the pm mto the bandage There was a 
Smear of vemuhoo from her bps on the steel shank 

"There That's all n^t now Did jou have a good 
tunc?” 

"Not bad ” 

"Is the Sumatra a nice place? I do wish jou would take 
me there one of these days ” 

'But it would tire you,” said Mathieu rather imtably 

“Oh, just for once — would make an occasion of it, 
It’s so long since I’ve had an evening out with you any- 
where ” 

An everang outi Mathieu angnly repeated the too coo 
jugal phrase hfarcdic was not tactful m ha choice of 
words 

“Will you?” said Marcdle; 

‘ Look here,” he said, ‘ it couldn’t be before autumn any 
way you must look after yoursdf properly just now, and 
besides the place will soon be closuig for the summer as 
tisual Lola u going on tour m North Afnca ” 

"Well, then, we U go m the autumn Is that a promise? 

"Yes” 

Marcelle coughed with embarrassment "I can see you xe 
a bit annoyed with me." 

"Annoyed?” 

"Yes I was very tiresome the day before yesterday” 

* Not at all Why? ' 

"Indeed I was I was upset ” 

“Well, that was natural It’s all my fault, my poor 
darling ’ 

"You’re not in the least to blames” she exclaimed cheer 
fully, "you never have been " 

He id not dare to look at her, he could picture only too 
dearly the expression on her face, he could not endure 
that inexplicable and uruneated air of confidence. There 
was a long silence she certainly expected a word of affco- 
hon, a word of forgiveness. Mathieu could hold out no 


longer 

“Look, he said 

He produced his pockelbook and laid it open on his 
knees Marcdle craned her neck to look and set her dim 
on hlathieus sliotilder. 
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‘ What am I to look at? ' 

“This ’ 

He took the notes out of the pocketbook 

“One, two, three, four, fi\c, said he, crackhng them 
tnumpfaantly They were shll odorous of Lola Mathieu 
w-aited a moment, with the notes on his knees, and as 
Marcelle did not utter a word, he turned toviards her She 
had raised her head, she was looking at the notes and 
blinking She did not seem to understand Then she said 
slowly 

' Five thousand francs ” 

Mathieu ainly dropped the notes on the table by the 
bed 

Tes mdeed,” he said "Five thousand francs I had some 
trouble in raising the money “ 

Marcelle did not answer She bit her under hp and 
looked at the notes with an aw of incredubty; she had 
suddenly aged She looked at Mathieu with a sad but sbdl 
confiding air And she said I thought—" 

Mathieu intemipted her and said bnskly *Tou 11 be 
able to go to ^e Jew It seems hes famous Hundreds of 
■women m Vienna have been through his hands Women 
m good soaety, wealthy pabents ” 

'Hie light m NIarcelle’s eyes went out. ‘ Good,” she said. 
“Good.’ 

She had taken a safety pm out of the box of dressings 
and was nervously opening and shutting it 

Mathieu added I’ll leave the money with you I im 
agine Sarah will take jou to him, and you will pay the 
fee, he wants to be paid ui advance confound him 

There was silence, and then Marcelle asked 'Where 
did you get the money? ' 

‘ Guess,” said hlathieu. 

‘ Danieir 

He shrugged his shoulders she knew quite well that 
Darnel had refused to lend a penny 
Jacques?" 

Certamly not I told you ycsteiday on the telephone.” 

*Then I give it up, ’ she said curtly “Who? ' 

‘No onegaieit to me, he said. 
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Marcclle smiled faintly: "You’re not going to tell me 
that }X)u stole the money?” 

“lliat’s just what I did.” 

"You stole iV’ she replied with bewilderment. “It isn’t 
true?” 

“It is. From Lola.” 

A silence followed. Mathieu wiped llm paspiiabon 
from his forehead. 

"rn tell you all about it,’’ he said. 

“You stole itl" repeated hlatcelle slowly. 

Her face had turned gray; with c>-cs aiotcd, she ^d; 
“How you must have wanted to get rid of the childi” 

"What I did want was to prevent you going to that old 
woman” 

She pondned; ber mouth had resumed its hard and 
cynical expression. 

"Do you blame me," be asked, “for baring stolen the 
money?” 

“Good heavens, no ” 

*Trhen what's the matter?" 

With a sudden movement of her hand Marcdle knocked 
(he box of dressings oo to the floor. Ttiey both looked at 
it, and Nlathieu thrust it aside with bis foot. Slowly hfat* 
c^e turned her head towards liim, she looked astonished. 

‘Tell me what's the matter," rq>c3ted M,tlucu. 

She laughed shortly. 

"What arc you laughing at?" 

“At myself," she saul 

Slic had taken Uic flower from her hair and was twirling 
it in her fincers. She murmured: "What a fool I’ve bccnl” . 

Her face^d hardened. She sat with her mouth open 
as thougli she wanted to roeak to him, but the words 
would not ccmci she seemed to be afraid of what she had 
in mind to ay. Mathieu took her hand, but die Uicw jt 
away. She wiUiout lopbng at hun: "f know you hasu 
seen Daniel." ^ 



“Yes, I've seen Iiim ” said&^lhieu. “How did )Ou Imow? 
1 suppose it was >ou wbo sent Jum? You fixed it all up 
between )ou, eh?” 

“Don’t talk so loud,” said Marcclle, ‘You'll wake my 
motlvet. It wasn't I who sent him, but I luiew be wanted 
to see jou.” 

“How rotten of you!” said Mathieu r^etfully 

“Oh yes, it was rotten of me,*' said Marcelle bitterly. 

They were silent* Daniel was tliere, he was sitting be- 
ta*ccn them, 

^ ‘'Well," said Mathicu, “we roust have a frank explana- 
tion. That’s all we can do now” 

"There’s nothing to explain," said Marcclle “You have 
seen Daniel He told you what he had to tell you, and 
you promptly went off and stole five thousand francs from 
Lala.” 

‘Tfes. And you have been receiving Daniel secretly for 
montlis past There are plenty of things to be explained, 
you see. Look here," he said, brusquely, “what went wrong 
Uie day before yesterday’” 

‘The day before yesterday?” 

“Don’t pretend not to understand. Daniel told me that 
y^u were hurt by my attitude on tliat day." 

"Never cund now," she said. "Don’t you worry about 
that.” 

"Please don’t be olwbnate, Marcclle," said Mathicn. *‘I 
assure you 1 mean w ell. I’ll adroit any dung that I shouldn't 
have done. But tell me what went wrong the day before 
yestaday. Wc should get on so much b^icr if vve could 
recover a hltle cooSdcuce in each other." 

She hesitated, she was looking suUco and rather listless. 

“Please,” he said, taking Her hand. 

“Well — it was just as usual, you couldn’t be senous 
about wliat was in my rmnd.” 

“And what was in your mind?” 

"Why do yxiu want to make me say? You know cmtc 
well." 

"Yes,” said Mathieu, “I think I know,” 

He Ihcught* “That's done it, I slull many ha." All was 
now d»r. “2 must niJced have been a swine to imagine 
I could get out of It." She was Ihcrcv she was m distress, 
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she was wretched and icsent&l, only one gesture was 
needed to restore her peace of mind He said: 

“You want us to get matned, don't you?” 

Slie snatched her hand away and leaped to her feet He 
loohed at her with bewJderment: she had turned sickJy 


pale and her lips were quivenng: 

‘Tes. . . . Was it Daniel told you that?” , 

"No," said hlathieu, dtsconr^ed. "But thats what i 
assumrf.” 

“That’s what jou assumedl" she laughed “Tint’s what 
you assumedl Darnel told you I was upset and you a^ 
sumed I wanted to get mamed. So thacs what you thinK 
of me, Mathicu, after seven years.” 

Her hands too had now begun to tremble. Mauucti 
longed to take her in his arms, but did not dare. 

“You are right" he said. “I oughtn’t to have thought 
that " 

Slie seemed not to hear. 

"Look here,” he went on, "there were excuses for me: 
Daniel had just told me you were seeing him without 
letting me know " 

She stJl did not answer, and he added gently: "I sup* 
pose you want to have the toby?" 

“That” said Matcelle, “is no concern of yours. What 
I want IS no longer any concern of yours.” 

“Plcas^” said Mathieu ‘Tliere is sbll time ...” ^ 

She shook her head "That's not true, there isn’t bme. 

“But why, Marcelie? Why won’t you talk dungs over 
with me quietly? An hour would be enough: everything 
could be settled and cleared up...." 

"I won't.” 

“But why? Why?" 

"Because I no longer respect you. And also because you 
don’t love me any more.” 

She had spoken with assurance but she herself was sur- 
prised and frightened by what she had just said, there was 
nothmg now m her eyes but an uneasy mtenogation. She 
continued w a melancholy waee “2f you thmfc like that of 
me, you must have completely ceased to love me. . . 

It was almost a queslior^ If he took her in his amis, if 
be told her that he loved her, the situation might yet be 
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saved He would many her, they would have the child, 
they would live side by side foe tiie rest of their lires He 
bad got up, he was about to say to bet. ‘ I love you.” He 
swayed slightly, and then said in a clear voice. 

“^ Wdl, it's true — 1 no longer love you. ” 

Some while after the words had been spoken he shll 
heard them, to hrs amaiement And he thought "That's 
the end of everything " Marcelle had starttti back, utter- 
ing a cry of tnumph, but almost immediately she laid her 
hand to her mouth and signed to him to be siIenL 
"Mother — she murmured anuously 
They both stood listening, but could hear no sound but 
the distant mutter of traffic. 

“Marcelle," said hfathieu, "I still care for you very 
deeply 

Marcelle laughed disdainfully ‘Of course. Only you 
care— differently Is that what you mean?" 

He took her hand and said ‘Listen " 

She jerked her hand away That’s enough," she said. 
"That's enough I know what I wanted to Imow” 

She brush^ back from her forehead a few meshes of 
hair now soaked m perspiration Suddenly she smiled, as 
though at a recollection 

‘ But look here,” she resumed with a flash of malicious 
joy; ‘ that isn t what you said yesterday, on the telephone 
You said in so many words T do love you,' though no one 
asked yuo the quesbon " 

Malhieu did not answer She said with a crushing look: 
**rhe fact IS — you despise me " 

"I don't despue you," said Malhieu "I — •” 

‘ Go,” said hlarcclle. 

‘Tou’re crazy,’’ said Matbieu "I won’t go, I really must 
Gcpkun to you that I — " 

“Go,” she repeated hoatsdy, her eyes closed 
‘ But I sbil care for you deeply," he ezclamted in dcs- 
pmbon, ‘ I have no notion of giving you up I want to 
stay vvitli you all my life. III many you, I — 

“Go," she said “Go, I can't see yuu any more; go or I 
won t answer for myself, I U start screaming." 

She had begun to quiver all over Mathicu took one 
step towards her, but she icpulsoj him violently 
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“If j'ou don’t go, I shall call Mother.” _ , tu 

He opened the wardrobe and took out his shoe^ he fw 
ridiculous and detestable. Addressing his back, she said.' 
"Take j^our money with ^ 

Mathieu turned around- "No,” he said, “that's a 
arate matter. There’s no sense in—” 

She took the notes from the night table and 0ung t^ 
in his face. 'They fluttered across tlie room and 
beside the bed, near the bo* of dressings. Matlu'eu did iot 
pick them up; he looked at Maicelle. She had b^un to 
laugh in hj'staical paroxysms, her eyes still closed.^ 

"Oh, how funny it all is! And I who thought—" 

He made as though to approach her, but she open® 
her eyes and leaped backwards, pointmg to the door, u 
I stay, shell begm to scream." he thoupit ... He turned 
on ms heel and went out of the room in his socks, canjmg 
his shoes in his hand. When he reached the bo^m “ 
the stiixcAse, he put on hts shoes, paused lor an 
his hand on the latch of the front door, and listened. «* 
suddenly heard MarccUe’s laugh, a low pitched onunous 
laugh that rodually sbnlled into something like a 
neigh and then cascaded downwards. A soice cued; "Mar 
celld What's tlie matter? MaiedleJ” 

It was her mother. *1116 laugh broke off shor^ and siloiW 
fell. Mathieu listened for an instant longer, and, as he 
could bear nothing mox^ be quietly openM the door and 
went out. 


CHAPTER XVIII 


H e Tnoucirr: “Fm a swines" and was \'3stly astonished 
at the fact. There was nothing left in him but 
exhaustion and amazement. He stopped at the second- 
floor landing to get his breathe His legs were unsteady; 
he had only had su hours' sleep for three days, perhaps not 
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CTi-eii that “1 11 go to bed ” He would throw his clothes 
down anyhow, stagger to bis bed, and fall into it But lie 
inew he would stay awake all night, stanng into the dark 
ness. He went on upstairs tlie door of his apartment 
was sbll open Inch must have fled, the reading kmp was 
still ahght in hu study 

He went in and saw Incdi She was sitting on the sofa, 
stiffly upnght 
‘ 1 didn t go,” she said 
‘ So I see, * said Mathieu, dryly 
They icmamed for a moment silent, Mathieu could hear 
the strong and steady pulse of his own breathing 
Inch said, with eyes averted I was homd ” 
hlathieu did not ans%ier He looked at Inch s hair and 
thought Is It for her I did it? She had bent her head, he 
lookra at her soft brown neck with labonous affecbon 
he wanted to fed that he was more fond of her than of 
anyone else in the world, so that his act might at least 
have had so much jushflcation But he was coycio us of 
n othing but an aiml^ aneer, and the act was behindTf tjT;; 
nako^, elusiveT incomprehensibie. had commuted a 
i Eefh he~tiad deserted Marcelle m her pregnancy, fa r 
nothin g 

TnSi made an effort and said politely “I ou^tn't to 
have intruded my advice on you ' 

Mathieu shrugged hu shoulders "I have just broken 
witli Marcelle ' 

Inch raised her bead and said in a toneless voice “You 
have left her — without money? ’ 

Mathieu smiled Of course;’ be thought “If I had 
done so, she would be blaming me for it now ” 

"No, I fixed that up ” 

“You got the mong?” 

“Yes” 

“Where from? ’ 

He did not answer She looked at him uneasfly "But 
you didn t — ” 

‘I did I stole tt. if thaYs what >’Ou mean From Lola I 
went up to her room when she warn t tliere ’ 

Ivich blinked, and Mafliiea added I shall return it to 
her, of course. It s a forced loan, tliat s all ” 
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Ivich looked bcivldeicd, she •• 

celle had done not long before Voo stole .t j 

Her shocUd expression annoyed MaUueu, and h ® 
bnsUy ‘Yes, it n-asnt much <>* “ ’ 

know just a staircase to climb and a door to p 
“Why did \ou do it?” , 

Mathieu laughed shortly “If I only knewl 
She stiliened abruptly and her “snmed fte 
remote look that came over it when she turned atou d ^ 
Uie street to looV at a pretty woman or » f j ’ ^5 

had ]ust passed by Bnt Utis time it was 
lookng at Mathieu realized that she was blushing 
continued consaentiQusly l t ^nve her 

“I didn’t want to leave her in the lurch fust to gi 
tlie money so that I shouldn t have to marry her 

“Yes, I understand,’’ said Ivich , , _ 

She didn’t m tlie least look as if she 
eyes were still upon him He went on, witli ejes “ 

“It was pretty rotten, you k-now it ivas she who se 
away She took it very badly, I dont know what 

*?vicli did not answer, and Mathieu was silen^ in 8 wd 
den access of anguish. ‘ I don t want her to make it up i 
me,” he thought 

“You ate a fine fellow,” said Ivich 
Matliicu was appalled to feel his bitter love r^^ 
wiUiin him It seemed to hmi that he was deserting h”* 
celle for the second tune. He said nothing, he sat down 
heside Ivich and took her hand She said “You look so 
terribly alone.” 

He felt asliamed, and after a while he said “I wonder 
what you really think, Ivicli? Tins was a dreadful busines^ 


wnat you rcaiiy tnina, iviciir t ins was a dreaatui 
you know I was half craiy when I stole tlie money, and 
now I feel remorseful ' 


“I can sec you do, ’ said Ivich, vnth a smile. "I think I 
should feci remorseful m your place one can’t help it for 
a day or so ” 

Mathieu squeezed the small tough hand with its pointed 
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S!ic abrupUy drew her hand away and smoothed her 
hair back, uncovering her cheds and ears A few rapid 
movements sufficed, and when she vathdrew her hands, 
her hair sta)ed back, leaving her face bate. 

‘TTierel ’ said she. 

Mathieu thought ‘ She wants to rob me even of my 
remorse” He stretched out his arms and drew Ivich 
tONvards him, unresisting he could heat within himself a 
httlc gay and lively tune that he thought had long since 
faded from his memory Ivich's head tilted a little on to 
one shoulder and she smiled at him with parted hps He 
returned her smile and kissed her hghtly; then he looked 
at her, and the little tune stopped short. ‘Why, shes 
nothing but a child, * he said to himself He felt absolutely 
alone. 

“Ivich,” he said gentlj 

She ejed him with sutpnse. 

* Ivich, 1— I was wrong ' 

She was frowning, and her bead was shaken by famt 
tremoR Mathieu let lus arms fall and said weanly “I 
donthnow wlnt Iwanl from >ou 

Ivich gave a sudden start and quickly drew away from 
him Her eyes began to glitter, but she closed them and 
assumed an air of gentle melancholy Her hands alone 
retained her wrath thry fluttered around her, patted the 
top of her head, and tugged at her hair Maliueu's throat 
was dry, but he watchrf Uus anger with indifference 
“Wdl, ' he thought, I’ve wrecked this business too, ' and 
he was almost glad It was a sort of expiation And he con 
tinued, seeking the gaze tliat she kept obstinately averted 

‘ I mustn t touch you ’ 

' Oh, it doesn t matter now,” she said, enmson with rage 
And she added in a hltmg tone You looked so proud of 
having made a deasion that 1 thought that you had come 
for a reward 

He again sat down beside her and gently grasped her 
arm, a httlc above the elbow She did not disengage 
hersetf 

‘ But I love you, Ivich " 

Ivicb stiffened "I shouldn't hke you to Ihmk — ’ she 
said 
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Tliink wluir 

But be guessed. He relinqtmlicd her arm. 

“I — I doq’t love you,” said Isich. 

MaUiieu did not ansucr. He thought: “Slie is reveoging 
herself, quite naturally.” Moicmcr it was probably true: 
why sliould she base loscd him? All he wanted was tt 
sit for a while silently at her side and tlicn to let her go 
witliout another word. But be said: 

“You will come back next year?” 

“I shall." 

Slic smiled at him with something like affection, she 
must have considered her honor satisfied. It was the same 
face she had turned towards him on the previous evening, 
when the lavatory dame was bandaging her hand. He 
eyed her dubiously, he felt his desue revive. Tliat sad ana 
resigned desire which was a desire for nothing. He took 
her arm, he felt the cool flesh beneath his fingers. And be 
said: 

“I— you— ” 

He stopped. Thae was a ting at the outer door: one 
ling first, men two, then an unbroken peal. Mathicu felt 
frozen. “Marcclle,” he thought Ivich had paled, she had 
certainly had ^the same idea, 'they looked at each oUicr. 

"You must open the door," she whispered. 

“I think I must" sdd Mathieu. 

He did not move. Then came a violent hammering on 
the door. 

Ivicfa said with a shudder: "It’s dreadful to that 
there’s someone on the other side of that door.” 

"Yes,” said htathicu. "Will you — will you go into the 
latcheii? I’ll shut the door, no one will see you.” 

Ivicb looked at him with an air of calm authority: "No. 

I shall stay here." 

Mathieu went to the door and opened it in the half- 
light he saw a large gnmadng head, not unlike a mask: it , 
was Lola. She pushed him aside and dashed into the 
apartment. 

"Where is Boris?” she demanded. "I heard his voice ” 

Mathieu did not even stay to shut the outer door, he 
hurried after her into the hving room. Lola had advanetd 
on Ivich with a menacing air. 
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‘TTou most tell me whcic Bom is " 

Inch looked at her with stndxn eyes And jet Lola did 
not appear to be speaking to her— or to iHijone — and she 
^■asa t even sure tint she had seen her hlathien slipped 
betH-ecn them 
‘ He isn’t here.” 

Lola turned her laii'agcd upon him She had been 
crying 

“I beard his voice ” 

"Apart from this room," said Mathieu, trying to catch 
Lolas ej^ ’ there s onijr a kitchen and a bathroom in tlie 
apartment You can search anjMhere jou like." 

‘Then where is he? 

She was still wcanng her black silk frock and her pro* 
fcssional make up There was a sort of curdled look in her 
great dark eyes 

“He left Inch about three o’clock,’* said Malhieu, "We 
don’t know what he has been doing since " 

Lola b^an to laugh hj’Stencally Her hands were clutch 
ing a htUe black velvet ^g. whiw seemed to contain one 
sole object, something hard and heavy Mathieu noticed 
the bag and felt afrai<L be must get Inch out of the place 
at once 

“Well, if you don't know what he has been doing, I 
can inform you," said I/>la ‘ He came up to my room 
about seven, just after I had gone out, he opened my door, 
forced the lock of a suitcase and stole five thousand 
francs ” 

Mathieu did not date to look at Inch, he said to her 
quietly, keeping his eyes fixed on the Boor 
‘ Inch, you had better go away, I must talk to Lola 
Can I — can I sec you again this evemng? ’ 

Inch looked distraught. Oh nol site said “I must go 
bacl^ I’ve got my packing to do, and I must get some 
sleep I do so nc^ some sleep " 

"Is she going away?" asked Lola. 

‘Yes,’’ said hlathieu, tomorrow morning " 

"Is Boris going away too?" 

"No” 

Mathieu took Inch’s hand ‘Tifrnd you get some sleep, 
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Ivich You have had a rough day I suppose jou wouldn’t 
lihe me to see you o2?” 

‘No I’d rather not" 

“Well, then, good by fall next year" 

He looked at her, hoping to discover a flicker of affeo- 
hon m her eyes, but all be could read in them was panic 
fear 

“Till next year," she said 

"1 11 wnte to you, Ividi,” said Mathieu dismally 

"Yes Yes” 

She was ]ust going out when Lola barred the way 
“One momend How am i to know she isn’t going to join 
Boris?” 

“And what then?" said Mathieu ' She is fre^ I sup* 
pose.” 

“Stay here,” said Lola, grasping Tvich's wnst with her 
nght hand 

Inch uttered a ciy of pam and anger 
‘Let me go,” she cnM ‘Dont touch roev I won’t he 
touched ” 

Mathieu thrust Lola aside, and she drew back a few 
steps, muttenng indignantly He looked at her hag 

Disgusting woman,” muttered Ivich between her teeth 
She felt her wnst with her thumb and foreflager 
* Lola," said Matliieu, without taking his eyes ofl the 
bag, 'let her go I have many things to say to you, but let 
her go first " 

‘ Will you tell me where Dons is? ’ 

‘ No," said hlaUiJCu, “but I’lJ explain how the money 
was stolen ” 

“Very well, go along,” said Lola "And if you sec Bons, 
tell him I vc made a charge against hun ” 

“The charge ivill he withdravwi," said Mathieu m an 
undertone^ his eyes stiD fixed upon the bag * Co^ by, 
I«ch, off you go ” 

Ivich did not answer, and Matliieu heard with relief 
the light patter of her feet He did not sec her go, but the 
sound ceased, and for an instant he felt his heart con 
tract Lola took a step forward and exclaimol 
‘Tdl him he s got m wrong this lime Tell bun he’s too 
young to fool me" 
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She turned tenrards Mathieu still with the same baf- 
fied lool^ which seoned to see nothing. 

“Well?” she said harshly "And now for }our story.” 
“Listen, Lolal ’ said Mathieu. 

But Lola had begun to lai^ again "I wasn’t bom yes- 
terday,” she said, laughmg "I certainly wasn't. I’m sick of 
being told I mi^t be his mother " 
hlatbieu advanced towards her “Inlal” 

"I can hear him saymg The old girl is da^ about 
she won't mmd my pinching a little cash, she’ll even thank 
me.’ He doesn’t know mcl He doesn’t know mel” 

Mathieu seized her arm and shook her like a plum tre^ 
while she laughed and shneked 
“He doesn t know mel" 

"Be quietJ” he said roi^ly. 

Lola became calmer and, for the fint bm^ seemed to 
see bun “Well, what have you got to say?” 

“Lola,” said Mathieu, “have jou really made a charge 
against him?" 

“Yes What then?" 

“It was 1 who stole the money " 

Lola looked at him blankly He had to rgieat. “It was 
I who stole the five thousand francsl” 

"Ohl” she said, ’ it was too?" 

She shrugged h« shoulders ‘The manageress saw him.” 
"How could she ha\« seen him? I tell you it was I.” 
"She saw him,” said Lola imtably. "He shpped upstairs 
at seven o’clock. She let him pass because I had told her 
to I bad been waiting for him all day, and I bad only 
gone out ten minutes before. He must have been watch 
mg for me at the comer of the street and gone up as soon 
as he saw me go ” 

She spoke m a quicl^ deiected tone that seemed to 
express an unshakable conviction “It's as though she 
wanted to believe it," thought Mathieu wearily he 
said “Listen At what tunc did you get baciy' 

“The fint tune? Eight o'dock.” 

“Well, the notes were then shll m the suitcase.” 

"I tell you Boris went up at seven o’clock.” 

“He may have done so, perhaps he was coming to see 
you. But you didn t look m the suitcase^ did you?” 
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'Tcs, r did ” 

“You looted m it at o’clock!” 

‘Yes” 

“Lola, you're not being sttai^tforward,” said Mathieu 
“I know you didn’t look I kr^ At eight o’clock 1 had 
the key on me, and you couldn’t have opened the suitcase. 
Besides, if you discovered the theft at aght o’clock, how 
arc you going to get me to bdieve that you would hase 
naited until midnight before coming to see me? At eight 
o’clock you made your face up, you put on your black 
frock, and you went to the Sumatra Isn’t that so?” 

Lola looked at him with an unpenetrable air "TThe 
manageress saw him go up ” 

“Yes, but you — you didn’t look in the suitcase At eight 
o’clock the money was still there. 1 went up at ten o’clock 
and took it There was an oldish woman in the office, she 
saw me, she can bear me out You noticed the theft at 
midnight ’’ 

“Yes,” said Lola wearily “It was at midnight But it’s 
the same thing I felt unwell at the Sumatra and went 
back to my hotel I lay down, and I put the suitcase on 
tlie bed beside me There weie->thcTe were letters m it 2 
wanted to read over ” 

Malhicu thought “That’s true the letters Wliy does 
she want to conceal the fact that they’ve been stolen too?” 
Ibey both fell silent; now and then Lola swayed to and 
fro, uke a sleqiwalker standmg She appeared to wake up 
at last 

* You — you stole the money?” 

“Yes” 

She laughed curtly *'Kcq> your patter for the magis 
trates, if you want to pick up su montlis instead of him ” 

' Ltiofc here, Lola why on caith should I nsk imprison 
moot for Bom's sake?” 

She made a w ry face, ‘ liow ami to know what y ou and 
he are up to? ’ 

'Tiiat s just sillyl Listen, 1 give you my word it was I. 
the suitcase was by the window, under a valise I took the 
money and left the key in the lock," 

Lob’s lips quiicrcd, she fingered her bag ncn-ously 
“Is tliat all you \c got to tdl roc? rhen let me go." 
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She tncd to pass, but Kbthiea stopped her. 

"l-ola, >ou just be convinc^ " 

Lola gnppcd ins shouldcis and thrust him aside. 

“Don’t you see the state I’m in? Do you think I'm 
going to swallow your story about the suitcase? ‘It was 
under a valise by the window/ she rroeated, aping 
hlathieu’s voice. Eons has been here, and you thi^ I 
don’t ^ow it? You’ve agreed together what the old woman 
should be told Now let me go, ' she said with a venomous 
look; “let me go ’’ 

Matbieu tned to take her by die shoulders, but Lola 
recoiled and fumbled with her bag Mathieu snatched it 
&om her and dung it on the sofa. 

“Beastl" said Lola 

“Is It vitnol or a revolver?” asked Mathieu with a smile. 

Lola bqgan to tremble all over ‘ Oh Lord,” thought 
Mathieu ‘ she’s going to have hysterics ” He felt as though 
he were plunged in a sinister and preposterous dream But 
she must be convinced Lola shipped trembling $be bad 
retreated to the window and watted him, her eyes were 
glittering with impotent hatred Mathieu looked away he 
was not afraid of her hatred, but on her face there was 
an expression of bleak desolation that was more than be 
could beat 

“I came up to your room this morning,” he said m a 
measured lone "I took the key from your When you 
woke up, I was just going to open the suitcase I hadn’t 
tune to replace the key and that is iibat put it into my 
head to go up to your room again this evening” 

“It’s no good," said Lola curtly. “I saw you come m this 
morning When I spoke to you, you hadn't eien got to 
the foot of my bed ” 

“I had come in once before and gone away again ” 

Lola gnnncd, and he added reluctantly ‘To get the 
letten." 

She did not seem to hear it was quite useless to talk to 
her about the letters, she could only think of the money, 
and she needed to think of it 10 order to keep her anger 
burning, that bang her sole resource At last she said with 
a short dry bugh . 

‘ UnfortunatSy for your story, he asked me for the five 
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Matliieu was afraid that Danid would burst out laughing 
But Daniel was impeccably senous and eyed Lola with a 
blandly comprehending air 
“So you forced Boris to give them back?" she said 
“I know no one by the name of Bons/’ said Darnel 
“It was a fnend of Mathieu, a woman, who gave them to 
me to bnng them back to you I burned round here and 
broke in upon the end of your conversabon, I offer ) 0 U 
my excuses, madatne " 

Lola stood mobonless, her arms close at her sides, hold 
ing her bag bghtly m her left hand, her nght hand clutch- 
^ing the notes, she looked uneasy and bewildered 

“But why should jou have done it— you?” she asked 
abruptly “What are five thousand francs to you?" 

Mathieu smiled a mirthless smile. “A good deal, ap- 
parently " And he added quietly "You must wathdn^ 
your charge^ Lola Or, if you like, bnng it against me 
Lola averted her ejes and said quickly “I hadn’t made 
any charge.” 

She stood ngid in the center of Uie room, with a srt 
look on her face Then she said “What about the letters? 

‘ I no longer haie them 1 took them thu morning, for 
Bons, when you wae thought to be dead That’s what 
gave me the idea of coming back to take the money ’’ 
Lola looked at Mathieu without hatred, but with an 
immense astonisliment and a sort of cunosity, 

“You stole five thousand francs from met" she said 
"What — what a screaml" 

But the light quickly vanished from her eyes, and her 
face harden!^ She seemed to be in pain, 

“I'm going,” she said 

'They let her depart in sdence. In the doonrayr she 
turned “If he liasn’t done anytliing wrong, why doesn’t 
he come back? ’ 

“I don t know ” 

Lola uttered a bncf sob and leaned against the frame 
of the door Mathieu tookastqi towards iier, but slic lud 
recovered herself 

* Do you Ihmk he will come tuck?" 

“I think so He's one of those who can’t make people 
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tappy, bat can t thsow them ovct—thcy find that even 
more difficult” 

‘ Yes, ’ said Lola ‘'Yes Wdl — good by” 

‘ Good by, Lola You~you aren't m need of anything? ’ 
“No” 

Slie went out They heard lie door close. 

^‘\Vho IS that old party?” asked Dante! 

“It’s Lola, Boris Serguine’s fnend She’s a httle cracked ” 
"She looks it,” said Damd 

Mathieu felt embarrassed at bang left alone with him, 
he felt as though he had been thrust abruptly into the 
presence of his misdeed It was there, face to face with 
bun, dive, it lived m the depths of Danid s eye$, and God 
alone knew what form it had assumed in that capnaous 
^d artificial consciousness Daniel seemed inclined to take 
Unfair advantage of the situation His demeanor was cere 
moiuous, insolent, and funereal, as it always ivas on his 
most disagreeable days 

Mathieu stiffened, and hdd his head erect, Darnel was 
hvii 

“You look pretty rotten,” said Daniel with a mahoous 
mile, 

‘ I was going to say the same to you,” said Mathieu. 
"Were quits 

Daniel shrugged his shoulders 

"Do you come stiaieht from Maicelle?” asked Mathieu. 

“Yes” 

"It was she who gaic you the money?” 

"Site didn t need it," said Damd cvasivdy. 

‘ Site didn't need it?” 

"No” 

"You might at least tcU me if she can manage—” 

“There s uo longer any question of that, my dear fd 
low,” said Damd AU that is ancient history ” 
lie had raued his left eyebrow and was gazing ironically 
at Matlueu as though through an iroaguiary monocle “If 
he wants to impress me,” thought Mathieu, “he bad better 
kcra hu hands steady” 

Damd obsei%cd noncbalanllj. "i’jn going to many her 
We shall ktsp the child ” 
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Mathioi took a cigarette and Jit it His 
ing like a bell He said calmly So)OUwercin 
her?” 

"kKUarcelle we are talking about " thought MatbiE^ 
Marcellel He could not fully grasp that ^ct. 

‘ Daniel/ he said, “I don't believe you 
"Wait a bit and you’ll see.” ..T^i.Pietbat 

"No, what I mean is— you won t make oi® hdiuiii 
you re in love with her, and I m wondenng wn 

Daniel looked tired, he had sat down on 
desk, with one foot on the door and nonchalanUy « 
die other ‘He’s making fun of me^" thought 

‘ You would mdeed be astonished if 
matters stand, ’ said Daniel And Mathicu thought way 
of counel She was his mistress ” _„+i- 

"If you oughtn’t to tell don t," he said, 

Darnel looked at lum for an instant as 
enjoyed mystifying him, then he suddenly 
passed a band over his forehead ’ It’s | 

said He ey^ Mathieu with surpnse "Tliads not 
came to talk to you about look her^ Mathicu, ^ . 

He laughed constrainedly "Wbat I have to say may ups*^ 

^ “Nevermind Tell me or not, as you like,” said Malhicm 

"Well, I m — " He stopped again, and Mathieu, grO" 
mg impabent, finished for faun » 

"You are Marcclle s lover That's what you w’ant t® 
Daniel opened his eyes wide and cmitt» a faint whistle. 
Mathieu felt fainuelf blushing crunson 

‘Not a bad guess," said Daniel with an adminng air 
"Just what would suit your book, eh? No, my dear fdlow, 
you haicn t csco that accuse.” 

‘Hadnt you belter tell mtf’ said Matliicu, rather 

^^Vait,” said Danid "You haven't got anything to 
dnnC have vou? , , 

“No ” said Mathieu, but I vc got vomc rum. Au cttcJ 
lent idea," lie added, wc’U have a dniik.” 
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He burned loto the kitchen and opened the cupboard 
"rve been bdiaving disgracefully," he thou^t. He re- 
turned With two claret gh^es and a bottle of rum Darnel 
took the bottle and hlled the glasses to the bnm. 

“It comes from the Martinique shop?" he said 

“You sbll go there sometanes?” 

“Sometunes,” said Mathieu "Here’s your good health 

Darnel looked at him with an inquisitorial air, as though 
Mathieu were conceahng something from him. ‘To tlie 
beloved,” he said, raising his glass 

“You’re drunk," said Mathieu funously. 

“It’s true I've had a dnnk or two," said Daniel ‘But 
don’t worry I was sober when 1 went to see Marcelle It 
was after—” 

"Have jou just come from her?" 

“Yes Except that I looked m at the FalstaS on the 
way." 

“You— JOU must have arrived }u$t after I had gone?" 

"1 was waiting for jou,” smiled Daniel “I saw jou turn 
the comer of the street, and I went in ’’ 

Mathieu could not suppress a gesture of annoyance. 
"You were watchmg for me?" he said “Oh, )ust as well, 

I dare say, Marcelle won’t have wanted to be alone. Now 
what xs it you wanted to tell me?" 

“Nothing at all, my dear fellow," said Daniel witli 
sudden cordiality. “I simply wanted to inform you of my 
approaching niamage." 

“Is that all?" 

“That’s all —Yes, that’s all” 

"As jou please,” said Mathieu coldly TTiey were silent 
for a moment, and then Mathieu said: 

“How— how « she?" 

“Do you want me to tdl you she’s delighted?” asked 
Daniel iromcally “Spire niy modesty.” 

"i beg joui pardon," said Mathieu drjly. “Quite true, 

I have no right to ask... .But, after all, jou did conic 
here. . . .” 

“Well,” said Darnel. T thought I should have had more 
trouble in persuading her. but slic fairly jumped at my 
proposal.” 


Mathieu saw something lil» a flash of resentment g 
for an instant in his qres, he said sharply, by w’ay 
excusing Marcelle 

hhe was drowning ’ ^ i 

Daniel shrugged his shoulders and began to pace “P 
down Matbieu dared not look at him Darnel w« 1-^ 5 
a close hold upon hims^ he spoke quietly, but he 1®° , 
like a man possessed Mathieu clasped his “ 

his e>es upon hxs shoes He continued painfully 
So It was the baby she wanted I didn t unaen 
that If she had told me — ' 

Darnel said nothing , , , 

Mathieu went on laboriously “It was the baby ^ 
well It will be bom I— well, I wanted to get nd ot it i 
suppose it’s better that it should be bom 
Daniel did not answer 
I sliall never sec it, of course^*’ said Mathieu 
It was scarcely a question he added, witliout 
for an answer Well, them we are* I suppose I . 
be glad In one sense, you are saving her but I a0“ 
understand it at all— why are you doing it? ^ 

“Certainly not from philanthropic motives, it toaj« 
what you mean, said Damd drylv Your rum is filmy, 
he added, liut give me another guss ' 

Mathieu filled the glasses and they drank. 

“And what are you going to do now? asked DanieL 
Nothing Notbmg more 
“Tliat little Sergume girl? ' 

‘No 

But you re free now ’ 

Pahl 

Well, good lught, said Danid getting up “I came to 
gl^’e you back the money and to reassure you a bit Mar 
cclle has nothing to fear, she trusts me All this business 
has shaV^ her tembly but die isn t really unhappy " 
“You re going to many heri” repeated Mathieu She 
hates me, he added in an undertone 

Put yourself in her place; said Danid severely 
"I know I base done so Did she say anything about 
me? 



‘The fact IS,” said Mathuni, * it seems to me que« that 
j-ou should be man>mg her” 

"Have jou any r^ets?” 

"No I find jt rather suustet ” 

"Thanhs " 

‘Oh, for both of JOU I don’t inow why ” 

' Don t you worry, evcrythmg will be ^ right If it’s a 
boy, we’ll call him Mathieu " 
hlathieu stiffened, and clenched his fists “That will 
do!” he said 

"Now, don’t get angry,** said Daniel And he rqjeatpd 
With an abstracted air ‘Dont get angry Dont get 
angry ” He could not male up his raind to go away 
"In short," said hlathieu, “jou came to see what I 
should look like after all this” 

"That was one reason, ’ said Daniel ‘ Franklj, that was 
one reason You alwaj's look — so sobd you annoyed me." 

•'Well, and now you’ve seen mV’ said Mathieu, *Tm 
not so solid after all ' 

"No” 

Daniel took a few steps towards door, and came 
btus<]uely back to Mathieu, he bad shed his ironic es^rcs* 
siofl. but he looked no mote amable 
* Slathieu, I am a homosexual/ he said. 

"1 b<g pardon?” said Mathieu 

Daniel had filing himself backwaids and was looking at 
him With amazement, hu eyes sparkling witli anger. 

"That disgusts you, I supposed’ 

•Tou are a homosexual?* repealed Mathieu slowly 
*7^0, it doesn't disgust me; why should it disgust me?” 

"Dxik here;" said Daniel, don’t fed obliged to assume 
a broad minded atbtude. ” 

Mathieu did not answer He looked at Daniel and 
thought: "He is a homoscioal ” He was not greatly aston- 
ished 

"Vou say nothing,” pursued Daniel in a hissing tone. 
"You are nght You have the proper reaction, I am sur«^ 
such as c\-cty sound nuo ought to hav^ and jou do 
equally well to icqj it to yoursdf ” 

Damd stood motionless, his amu stiff against his sides, 
he seemed to have dwindled. 
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-\Vliv on cull d.d 1.0 tome lo ',", 1 ? 

Sjtr Mjlhicu aital liin^l ‘“"'“Ml ‘ 'Sunged 
cislil 10 have fou..d 
m a prolonnd and paralviaavs 
scaned to him so luturaC «> nonrul. he ^ 

Dintcl ^^aJ a hon.osciiul. aU this m the ordex o; 
tliuw:s In the end he sawl: 

-*n can be what >-ou hie. ifa no conceal. i““ 
Tnic." aid Dan.d with a aupc^ioM amSc 're 
indeed, it’l no tuneem of )Oura. You have jour ha 
dcahng wlh wur ow-n consacsicc.'* 

"Hicn vkhy do jou come to IcH roe all 
-Well. t-I ssanted to see the eflcct it 
on a fellow Ule you." said Daniel, tlamig hiS hr^ 
"AUo, now Uut thac‘s someone who fcmmi, i * , 

paliaps succeed m bcliming iL" . j.mMilw 

Hie had turool a little giecn and xpolc ^oth 
but he was still simling. Malhicu could not e 
smile and turned his head away. ^ ‘ 

Daniel grinned. -Does »t surprise jou? Doo » _ 

yout concqjtioo of imati?** _ 
hUthicu raised hu head abruptly. 
woeht about," he saidl “It’s disbcssmg. *1. .ndf. - 

to <£) that for my benefit You arc duguslcd 
I suppose, but not more so tiun 1 am wi^ » k- said 
nothing mucli to dioose between us. Besides, n . 
after a moment’s reflection, “Uiafs why 
this. It must be much easier to confess to a 0 “'^“ 
me; and jou get the adsuntage of tlie confession j 

’‘You’re a sly httlc devn,” said Daniel in a coarse s’oics 
that Mathicu liad never heard him use bcfoit _ 

They wac silent Daniel was stating straight 
cancy with an expression of fixed bcwildcnncnt »» 
men do. Mathicu felt an agonizing stab of 
-If It’s hhe that why arc you xnarrying Maiceller 
'That has nothing to do wiUi it" 

"I — I can’t let you many her,” said Malliicu. . 

Daniel stiflcncu, and da^ rod blotches appeared on 
drowTicdcorpse countenance. 
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“Can't jou indeed?” he demanded haughtily “And 
how are jou gomg to stop in^' 

Mathieu got up without answenng Tlic telephone was 
on his desh He picked up the receiver and dialed Mar 
Celle’s number. Darnel watdied him ironically. There was 
a long sflence 

“Hdlo?” came Marcelle’s \oice. 

Mathieu gave a start. 

“Hello,” he said, “it's Mathieu I — look here, we were 
behaving idiotically lusl now 1 want — Hello' Marcello? 
Aie you there? Marcellel” he said savagely “Hellol ’ 

No answer He lost his head and shouted into the instru 
ment “Marcelle, I want to marry >ouI” 

'nieie was a bnef silence, then a japping sound at the 
end of the line, and a concluding click Mathieu gnppcd 
the recover for a moment; then gently replaced iL Daniel 
ejed him without uttenng a word, hu expression was m 
no sense tnumphant Mathieu tool a dnnk of rum and 
sat down in the armchair 
“\Vcil, that's that,” he said 

Darnel smiled "Dont \oo worry,” he said by wav of 
consolation “Homosexuals have alwaj's made excellent 
hu$bands>-that’s well known 
“Daniell If jou are manning her as a sort of gesture, 
JOU will nun her life” 

“You ought to be the last penon to tell me so,” said 
Daniel “Besides, I'm not manjing her as a sort of ges 
ture. The fact is, what she wants above all is the baby ” 
“Does she — does slic know? ’ 

“No" 

“Why are jou marrjing ha?" 

“Because I’m fond of her.” 

The tone was not conwnang They refilled tlieir glasses, 
and Mathieu said doggedly 
"I don’t want her to be unhappy.” 

“I swear she won't be." 

“Does slie bciioc you’re in lose with her?" 

"I don't think so She su^ested I should come and live 
in her place, but that wouldn’t suit me at all I shall bniig 
tier to niy apartmait It is agreed that any emotional icia 
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bon shall come gradually” And he added ’Mth labonoos 
irony ‘ I mean to fulfill all my mantal duhra 
‘But—” Mathieu blushed violently “Do you lie 
wmen too? ' . , ^ u •» 

Darnel emitted an odd stuff and said Tvot muen. 

“I see.” 

Mathieu bent his head, and tears of shame came inw 
his eyes He said * I m even more disgust^ with myselt 
because I know you re going to many her ” 

Darnel drank. "Yes, ' he said with a nonchabnl^ absent 
minded air ‘I suppose you must be feehng pretty ^ttm 
Mathieu did not answer He was looking at the floor 
between his feeL ‘ He’s a homosexual, and shes going to 
marry him ” , 

He unclasped his hands and scraped his heel againrt tne 
floor he felt like a hunted quany Suddenly the suotcc 
grew burdensome; he said to himself ‘ Daniel is looking 
at me,” and he humedly raised his head Daniel was 
indeed looking at him, and with so venomous an expres* 
sion that MaOiieu’s heart contracted 
"Why are you looking at me lie that? ’ he asked 
"You know,” said DanieL "Theie is someone who 
Anoivsf’ 

"You wouldn't be sorry to put a bullet through me 
Daniel did not answer Matmeu was suddenly scordied 
by an unendurable idea ‘ Darnel,” he said, ‘ you are mar 
lying her to m^c a martyr of yourself ” 

“What then?” said Daniel in a toneless voice. ‘That s 
nobod/s conccni but mine.” ' - 

hlathieu laid bis head m his hands "My Godl” he s^d 
Daniel added rapidly ‘Its of no importance. For her 
it’s of no importance." 

Do you hate her? ' , 

‘No” 

And Mathieu reflected sadly “No, it’s me he hates. 
Daniel had resumed his smile ‘ Shall we finish the 
bottle? ’ 

‘ By all means,” said hlathieu. , 

They drank, and Mathieu became aware that he wanted 
to smoke. He took a ogandte from his pocket and ht it 
"Look here, wlut you are xs none of my business Eveo 
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now tiat j-ou’ve told me aboni tt But there u one thing I 
should like to ask you why are you ashamed? ' j 

Darnel laughed dryly "I was waiting for that, my dear i 
fellow I am ashamed of bang a homosexual because I am | 
a homosexual. I know what youte ^ing to say ‘If I were 1 
m your plac^ I wouldn’t stand any nonsense. I would 
claim my place ro the sun, its a taste like any other/ and 
so forth and so on But that is all enhrely off the nurk. 
You say that kind of thing precisely because you are not 
a homosexual All mverts are ashamed of being so, it’s part 
of their make-up ” 

* But wouldn t it be better— to accept the fact?” asked 
Mathieu timidly 

This seemed to annoy Darnel “You can say that to me, 
when you have accepted the fact that you’re a swme,” he 
answered hanhly ‘ No Homosexuals who boast of it or 
proclaim it or merely acquiesce — are dead men T^at 
very sense of shame has lolled them 1 don’t want to die 
that sort of death ” 

But his tense mood seemed to have relaxed and he 
looked at Matlueu without hatred. 

“I haiw ecceptai mfscib M}y too 2te con 

bnued quietly ‘ I know mysdt tnnde out” 

There was nothing more to say Mathieu ht anodier 
agarette. There was a dram of rum left m his glass and 
he drank it oS Daniel Bled him with horror. He thou^t 
* In two ycare, in four years shall I he like ttet? ’ And 
he was si^deBy seized witti the desue to talk to Maicelle 
about it it was to her alone that he could talk about bis 
life, his feais, his hopes But be lemembetcd that he -would 

never see her again, and his desire, not yet actual or de- 
fined, slowly delved into a kind of anguish He was 
alone 

Damd seemed to be reflecting his eyes were set, and 
from time to bme hu bps parted He uttered a faint fi gTi, 
and something m his face scetnoi to give way He passed 
a hand over his forehead be looked astonished. 

Today, all the same, I did surprise mj'self," he said m 
an undertone. 

He smiled a strange, almost diildhke smile, which 
looked out of place on lus sallow face, on which a hasty 
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shave had left blue blotches “It's true,” thought Malhieu, 
"he went right through with it this time ” Suddenly an 
idea came to him that made his heart turn over “He is 
bee," he thought And the honor witJi which Daniel 
inspired hun was suddenly combined with envy. 

‘ You must be in a strange state,” he said. 

‘ Yes, in a strange stat^" said Daniel 

He was still smihng genially, and he said "Give me a 
agarette ” 

“Are you smoking now?” asked Mathieu. 

‘ One This evening " 

“I wish 1 were m your place,” said Mathieu abruptly. 

‘ In my place? ’ said Daniel, without much suipnse. 

“Yes ” 

Daniel shrugged his shoulders “In this affair," he said, 
"you \e been a winner all round ” 

Mathieu laughed dryly, and Daniel acplaioed “You are 
free’ 


‘ No,” said Mathieu, shaking hi$ head “ It isn’t by givin g 
UP a wo ma n that a m an is free” 

Daniel looked atMalhieu with cunosity “You looked 
as if you believed it this morning ” 

‘ I don t know It wasn't clear Nothin g is clear JT^c 
trut h IS t ha t I g ave up Matcelle foTjiothmg ” 

"Tic gaz^ at the window curtains, which were faintly 
shmng m the night breeze. He was bred 
‘For nothing,' he repeated “ In all this af f"w T have 
been a sor t of embodied_refusal,_a negation Matcelle is 
noTonger uTmy Ufe, but ihcrcs all tlie rest." 

“VVhat do you mean?” 

Mathieu pointed to his desk with a vague embraang 
gesture ' All that — all the rest " 

He was intrigued by Daniel * Is that what freedgip is?” 
he t hou ght * He has acted, and n ow he c an't~^ b3ck,jt 
rnusOiem stTah getoTu 'm t o feel behind hi m an unknown 
act which he has aliea dy^ most cased to tT n<Tpr?Etfd and 
. ■ ^hich-w irtu^liirhfe.upside down. I do fo r 

L no^ung^It mlghTE^said that I am l obt^ ^rthe. 5 QH 5 e- 


quenccs ot my acts, everyt hing ha ppen s as though 1 co ^d 
a lwi^p Tay my slrol^ again idon t know what 1 would 
to do somHfimg irrevdabTe *' 



He said aloud. ‘Two ocmngs ago I met a fellow who 
had wanted to loin the Snaiush nulitia." 

“Well?” 

“Well, and then he became deflated He’s down and 
out now” 

"Why do jou tell me that?” 

“I don t know It just came into my head” 

“Do >ou want to go to Spam?” 

'Tes, but not enough ” 

They w ere sflent After a moment or two Daniel threw 
away Ins agarette and said. "I should Iflce to be six months 
older ” 

“I wouldn’t,” said Mathieu "In six months I sliall be 
the same as I am now ” 

“Minus the remorse,” said Daniel 
He got up ‘ Come and have a dimh at Clansse’s " 
"No,” said Mathieu "I don’t want to get drunk this 
cieniog I don’t quite know what I should do if I were 
to get drunk.” 

“Nothing very sensational,” said Daniel "So jtm r^on't 
come?’ 

* No Won’t you stay a httlc longer?” ^ 

"1 must dnnk,” said Daniel 

“Good by I— -shall see you soon?” asked Mathieu. 

Daniel seemed embanaked 

"I feel It will be difBcult MarcelJe certainly told me that 
she didn t want to alter anything in my life, but I doubt 
if she would care for me to see you again ” 

“Indeed? All nght,” said Mathieu diyly, ‘ In that case, 
good luck.” 

Daniel smiled at him without replying, and Mathieu 
added brusquely ‘ You hate me " 

Daniel went up to him and laid a hand on his shoulder 
with an awkward, diSdent httle gesture. ‘ No, not at tins 
moment ” 

“But tomorrow — ” 

Daniel bent his bead and did not answer 
‘ Good by,” said Mathieu. 

‘ Good by ” 

Daniel went ouh Mathieu walked up to the window and 
drew the curtains It ^s a lovely night, a lovely blue 
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